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Lle lights shine bright. and you, lovely one, have 


no need to wish them kinder! For your skin has the fine-textured, velvet soft- 


ness that comes of trusting Yardley beauty-creams, And when the music stops, let 


those expressive hands of yours emphasize the sparkle of your wit. Why not, when 


Yardley Hand Cream keeps them so beautifully white ? 


LiquefyIng Cleansing Cream 6/6 
Skin Food 6/6 Hand Cream 5/3 
Sorry, no post orders ! a 


33 OLD BOND STREET 
LONDON 
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By Appointment 


Biscuit M HM. Ki vr 
HUNTLEY PACHERS READING: ENGLAND 


{ 


By Appointmen: 


For more than nine generations “ Crosse & 
Blackwell” has been synonymous with quality 


- in the highest degree. 


| ‘Throughout § this period world-famous 
chefs have consistently made contribution 
. () to the many delicacies which bear the name 


of this grand old English house. 


<A 


To-day as for the past 250 years the name 
of Crosse & Blackwell is universally accepted 
as a guarantee of excellence. 


SOUPS - GALANTINES 
MEAT & FISH PASTES 
PICGALILLI 
BRANSTON PICKLE 
BRANSTON SAUCE 
MARROWFAT PEAS 
BEANS IN TOMATO SAUCE 


and other high-class table delicacies 


\\ 


Unexcelled for: quality since 1706 
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DEMOCRITUS 


THE PROBLEM 


SOLVED 


DEMOCRITUS 
(BORN C 470 B.C.) 


Philosopher, outstanding Z 
thinker of his age® 
and greatly esteemed 
for his moral worth. His 
numerous physical, math- 
ematical, ethical and 
musical works have won 
him wide respect. 
Democritus ascribed the 
different phenomena 
of nature to the assembly 
of atoms into various 
combinations. 


HISTORY records the achievements of the ancients, 
but it is often forgotten how much our modern machine age owes 
10 seemingly small inventions. But for the Spring the internal 
combustion engine, as we know it, would not be possible. 
Whilst in the home even the door handle depends on springs. 
The history of spring development is so closely allied to 
the history of Terry’s as to be practically inseparable. 
For over 90 years Terry’s Research Department has been 
specialising in the development and manufacture 
of springs and has pioneered every im- 
portant advance in design. If you have a 
spring problem we shall be pleased to 
co-operate in solving it. 


Let us help you to solve 
your spring problems 


FAMOUS 
FOR SPRINGS 


for SPRINGS 


HERBERT TERRY & SONS, LTD REDDITCH,ENGLAND Also at London’ Birmingham‘ Manchester 


@ NS 


BY ROYAL COMMAND 


"Kae a shop,” said the Prince, and Mr. 
Marcovitch, who, a hundred years ago, was 
making his cigarettes in an obscure room near 
Piccadilly, knew that their excellence had 
made him famous. Ever since, Marcovitch 
Cigarettes have been made to the same high 
standards as won the approval of that Eminent 
Personage and his friends; they are rolled of 
the very finest tobacco, for the pleasure of 


those whose palates appreciate perfection. 


BLACK AND WHITE 


cigarettes for Virginia smokers 


Flat 15 for 2/3 - 25 for 3/9 
100 for 15/- 


ISSUED BY GODFREY PHILLIPS LTD. 
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6Omy Veldtschoen were purchased in 1935 and 
worn regularly until the outbreak of hostilities, 
when I entered the Royal Air Force and perforce 
left my Veldtschoen behind me. 


In 1942 my house suffered from the attention of 
Goering’s myrmidons, but neither my wife nor 
myself were then able to give the damage any 
personal attention. Some five months later my 
Veldtschoen were retrieved, after having been 
during the whole of that period literally floating 
in water. Two other pairs of shoes were thrown 
away at once, as they had hopelessly rotted and 
were disintegrating. 


My Veldtschoen quickly responded to wax polish 
First Aid, and have been regularly used on leave, 
etc., ever since, to all appearance as robust as 
ever. Ihavere-named them my ‘Blitz-Beaters’. 99 


from H. H. T— F/Lt. 


LOTUS 
Veldtschoen 
SHOES 


* 

The Photograph (above) 
shows the‘ Blitz-beaters’ 
as they were received, 
and (at the side) as they 
were after repair. 
Repairs to Veldtschoen 
boots and shoes can 
once more be under- 
taken through Lotus 
Retailers. 


GUARANTEED WATERPROOF 


In almost every business a man with an 
At Accles & 


Pollock it is quite different. They know the way to carry out 


idea is held up for a way to carry out the work. 


the work but are anxious to get in touch with the men who need 
the articles. Maybe this example of a skilfully manipulated high 
carbon steel tube will ring a bell with you as it did with the 


manufacturer who wanted it to solve a silk-making difficulty ? 


ACCLES & POLLOCK 


LTD. 


OLDBURY * BIRMINGHAM 


Makers and manipulators of seamless tubcs in stainless and other steels. 
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BENTLEY 


Champion Pluss 


in their 


post-war cars 


For over half a century 


STATE GRPRESS 555 
have maintained their 
reputation as the best 
cigarettes in the world 


BY APPOINTMENT 
TO WLM. RING CEORGE 


STATE @PRESS Export Packing 


Sticky valves and piston rings; undue wear on cylinder 
bore and bearings; choked up oilways. These are the 
effects of dirty oil. FRAM Oil Cleaner does far more than 
filter it. FRAM KEEPS OIL CLEAN. Asi: your garage. 


Simmonds Aerocessories Ltd., Great West Road, London, 
A Company of the Simmonds Group 


Y 
ae heat or winter cold cannot affect paths 
and drives surfaced with COLAS. Easy to apply, 
quick to set, COLAS produces a smooth, dust-free surface 
Skilled 
labour or special equipment are not needed—a gardener 


Reproduced by courtesy 
of J. Alan Corner, Esq., 
Kenilworth. 


which will last for years without attention. 
can do the whole job, or our agents will submit, free of 


charge, estimates for carrying out worl: by contract if 
desired. 


COLAS 


Colas Products, Ltd., 5-6, Crosby Square, London, E£.C.3. Phone: Avenue 5331 
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#2-13 $7. GEORGE STREET, HANOVER SQUARE, LONDON, W.1 Tel.: MAYFAIR 1444 2 


for dependable Batteries 


JOSEPH LUCAS ‘Tro BIRMINGHAM ENGLANO 
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@ The real thing! 
Fine, ‘nourishing food in its 
tastiest form. They’re grand. 


MACONOCHIE BROS.LTD~+- LONDON 


esigned fot Li ving... 
THE “AB” COOKER 


@ Cooking and Water Heating Combined in one unit. 

@ Big Fuel Economy Ensured through automatic fuel feed. 
@ Food Values Are Retained by balanced distribution of heat. 
@ High Temperatures Are Available at a moment's notice. 


Write for Illustrated Brochure to! 
FEDERA 


RATED SALES LIMITED 
(Dept. P.75), 80, GROSVENOR ST., LONDON, W.1 
Telephone : Mayfair 5054/6 


(coker COMBINING COOKING & WATER-HEATING | 


(Controlled by Federated Foundries Limited.) 
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THE FERRANTI 546 Receiver is now available, 
in limited quantities, from Appointed Ferranti 
Radio Dealers. Hear it—let it speak for itself. 
Hold it—notice that it is a true transportable 
weighing only 10} Ibs. with self-contained aerial 
and remember ‘Ferranti’ means reliability. 


Transportable AC/DC 
Superhet. 2 wavebands. 


£15:15:7 


Fresh from war-time successes 


Ferranti now offer mode! 546 


Off-white plastic cabinet. 


(including £2:15:7 tax.) 


FERRANT! LTD. MOSTON, MANCHESTER 10; AND 36 KINGSWAY, LONDON, W.C.2 


CUSTARD 


Use it with economy 
and serve the children first 


e high quality 


still the od grocers: 


Sold by all goo 
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BALKAN SOBRANIE. 
CIGARETTES & TOBACCOS\ 


Enc 


Fill up, light up, settle down. 
Another Christmas season 
bids us be at peace. 
Surrounded by the family, in 
company with each other, or 
alone with our memories — in 
any event for a while all is 
well with a worried world. 
In the magic of the smoke 
clouds, happiness. has a 
brighter hue, affection is the 
warmer, memory draws softer 
outlines ... 

It is the special virtue of a 
great tobacco — whether you 
smoke it in pipe or cigarette 
—that it brings out all that is 
best in life and makes smoke 
rings round the worst. What 
a pity the peacemakers are 
not all devotees of Balkan 
Sobranie! What a blessing 
that we are! 


 SOBRANIE L! ® LONDON. 


4 
-> 


r deep, peaceful sleep, Nature works her 

wonders of restoration, bringing new 
strength and energy to your tired body and a 
newsense of well-being to meet the coming day. 


You can do much to ensure this revitalizing sleep by - 
drinking a cup of delicious ‘Ovaltine’ every night at 
bedtime. Its soothing influence quickly makes you 
receptive to sleep and its concentrated, easily digested 
nourishment helps to build up brain, nerve and body, 
and to make your sleep fully refreshing and restorative. 


Because of its invaluable contribution to health-giving 
sleep ‘ Ovaltine’ is acknowledged to be the world’s best 
night-cap. 


Ovaltine 


P6694 
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begin with 
Gillette 


Says the brilliant K.C.: ‘* Here’s the evidence clear. 
The case for quick shaving is all summed up here’. 


‘Good Mornings’ 


/ 
Blue Gillette blades 2/@ for 1 @ including Purchase Tax PADMORE & BARNES LTD., Moccasin Shoe Makers, NORTHAMPTON 


WINDAK 


The very thing for golfing, fishing, 


version of the official Airborne | royal blue and fawn. 


repellent, windproof, lightweight 


for sport and 
all outdoor wear 


and, of course, tough-wearing. In 
walking, cycling (or just pottering). | brilliant peacetime colours . 
The Windak ‘golfer’ is a civilian | green, scarlet, brown, 


Army Smock and is made of the Price 120/-. There’s also a lady’s 
same Windak gaberdine, rain- | model at 88/-. Please write to address 
below for name of nearest stockist. 


Windak Ltd., Poynton, Cheshire 


If you buy a pair of Moccasin Shoes 
because you like the look of them, 
you are wise. Because MOCCASIN 
Shoes have the sort of good looks 
that are the result of good leather, 
good craftsmanship, and they 
go on looking good despite 
hard wear. Coupons are 
very well invested in 
Moccasin Shoes. 


MOCCASIN 


TWO-PURPOSE SHOES 


with its wonderful 


SINTOX 


(SINTERED ALUMINIUM OXIDE) 
INSULATOR 
is the 


finest plug in the world 


for all cars 
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CHOOSE YOUR FAVOURITE FROM THESIX 


FOUR SQUARE 


TOBACCOS 
EACH A BALANCED BLEND OF VINTAGE LEAF 


FOUR SQUARE 
Original Matured 
Virginia 

(Red Squares) 


FOUR SQUARE 


Original Mixture 
(Blue Squares) 


M4 4 
They FOUR SQUARE 
Empire-de-luxe 
if Cut Cake 

(Yellow Squares) 


FOUR SQUARE 


Empire-de-luxe 
Mixture 


(Green Squares) 
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" FOUR SQUARE 

*“CURLIES’ 
Empire-de-luxe 
(Purple Squares) 


FOUR SQUARE 
RIPE BROWN 


Navy Cut (ReadyRubbed) 
Empire-de-luxe 


(Brown Squares) 


What is the fisherman 


casting about in every 


direction for? 


WOLSEY 


inal Socky 


Welsey Limited Leicester 
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All MEDIUM STRENGTH-MADE BY DOBIES PAISLEY | 3 


xii PUNCH ALMANACK FOR 1947 


Great Uncle Thomas drove his horseless carriage to 
Brighton in the Celebration Run of 1896 with the flush 
of victory on his cheeks. What joy indeed to travel at 
the newly permitted speed of twelve miles perhour! And 
some Romary biscuits in his motoring coat pocket just 
| made happiness complete. Today, the latter alone is 

enough to make us rejoice. For when supplies are 
unavoidably short, it’s something of a triumph to secure 
some Romary’s Wheaten Biscuits, Ginger Nuts and Honey 


"Tunbridge Uslls’ Biscuits 


*APERS _“ 


\ ‘SANDERSON 
WALLPAPERS 


SANDERSON 
WALLPAPERS 
AND 


Fg 


; 


ERSON 


52-53 BERNERS STREET, LONDON, W.1 * 6-7 NEWTON TERRACE, GLASGOW, C.3 
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Gracing the festive boards of those civic rituals 
which have distinguished English life for generations, 
Minton China continues nobly to fulfil a noble duty. 
Peerless product of England herself and of English 
artistry and craftsmanship, what indeed could provide 
a happier contribution to such auspicious occasions ? 


MINTON 


The World’s Most Beautiful China 


MINTONS LTD. STOKE-UPON-TRENT ‘ EST. 1793 


LIGHT AS A 
FEATHER... 


giving caressing warmth without 
BLANKETS weight. These cellular blankets 
are cherished possessions and if 
you take care of them they will 
last a lifetime. 

Sole Manufacturers : 
McCALLUM & CRAIGIE, LTD., 


Shettleston, Glasgow, E.2 


London Office: Roxburghe House, 
287, Regent Screet, London, W.! 


By appointment to H.M. the King 
Manufacturers of 
Lan-Air-Cel Blankets 
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The ESSE 


Cc A L oO R | D U T What the Caloriduct means 


it becomes lighter, rises, and moves in 
a ‘traffic lane’ round the oven body. 
This ‘lane’ is the patent ESSE Caloriduct 
and the little cars show how the hot air 


wiv 


As air is heated (by the small ESSE fire) 
OVEN 


circulates. The evenly balanced tem- 


another 
d t ae peratures in ESSE Caloriduct ovens— 
advantage y ses there is no fierce direct heat—mean | ¢ 
of the ee unmatched cooking quality, by retention 2 ee 
ESSE MAJOR flavours in the bs) 
: nd—there are no oven flues to clean. > 
HEAT 
STORAGE = 


THE ESSE COOKER COMPANY 


(Proprietors: Smith & Wellstood Ltd. Est. 1854) 
Head Office & Works: - Bonnybridge, Scotland 
London Showrooms and Advisory Department: 46 Davies Street, W.1 


| 


Go where you will; seek the mn 
furthest point and there you a 
will find devotees of Craven " 


Mixture—one of the finest, 
and most famous, tobaccos 


ever made. 


CRAVEN 


MIXTURE 


3’ an ounce 


+ 150 years reputation for auality 


Carreras. 
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The Men’s Shoe Departmen: 
at Simpsons is not only 
distinguished for its fine 
footnear — hand - lasted, 
nell-styled and long-wearing 
—but endless care and skill is 
devoted to the actual fitting of 
tle shoes. 

Simpson (Piccadilly) Ltd. 
202 Piccadilly, London, W.1 


ANTLER 


She mts 


You 


Youll be pleasantly surprised 
how inexpensive Antler Travel 
Goods can be. 


J.B. BROOKS & CO. 


LTD. BIRMINGHAM 
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THE OPTIMIST ¢ 

“Leave them wi’ me and I'll see what | can 

dae for ye. The laces are no sae bad.” 4 

They must have been Paton’s Laces ¢ 

| PATON’S 

| WORLD FAMOUS BOOT AND SHOE LACES y 

Py For quality, wear and appearance you cannot get better ¢ 

WM. PATON, LTD., Johnstone, Scotiand 
4 
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How to be a well-dressed 


SHOE 


—by ‘Meltonian’ 


LN 


Listen, you two 
youngsters — here’s how 
to stay young. A man’s as old as he feels, 
but a shoe’s as old as it looks — and the 
way to look young is to keep well dressed. 
See you get well dressed daily by your 
owner — with Meltonian Cream. It will 
penetrate your pores and keep you a 
supple couple — for a long, long time ! 
Start Mel-toning up your uppers without 
delay ! 


Meltonian 

Shoe Cream 
BLACK and popular 
colours. 


MELTONIAN LIMITED 
OXGATE LANE, CRICKLEWOOD, LONDON, N.W.2 (2 
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Just 
honest-to-goodness 
tobacco 
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“Just to please me... 
Just to suit you!’”’ 


She likes to see you smartly turned 
et out—You demand comfort. 


A “VAN HEUSEN” collar presents that 
smart appearance so admired by the 
feminine eye, yet also carries the secret 
of comfort in its soft fitting curve woven 
fabric. 


When worn with a “VANTELLA” shirt 
to match, the “VAN HEUSEN” collar is 
unequalled for style, coolness and comfort 
under all weather conditions. 


At the moment hard to get, but it is 
hoped that supplies will gradually increase. 


VAN HEUSEN 


TRADE MARK 
Semi-Stiff Collars by 


HARDING, TILTON & HARTLEY, LTD., 
TAUNTON, SOMERSET. 


Shirts by 


COTELLA LTD., 137/838, TOTTENHAM COURT ROAD, 
‘ LONDON, W.1. 
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HARRODS LTD 
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LONDON SW1 


An epie 
from Siam 


“TI had to toss up whether my one suitcase 
should be packed with clothes or 5 Ibs. of 
Punchbowle which I had saved up ... the 
Punchbowle won!” 


31/7/46. 
“ Dear Sir, 

During my time as a P.O.W. with the Japs in Siam, I 
always used to say that when I got out I would write a letter 
to you ; well, here it is. 

During my numerous terms of service in the East, I 
always smoked Punchbowle, as I found it was most suitable 
for the tropics. Iwas in Penang when the Jap war broke out, 
and when we had to evacuate it I had to toss up whether my 
one suitcase should be packed with clothes or 5 lbs. of 
Punchbowle which I had saved up. The Punchbowle won! 

I managed to keep 1 Ib. of it when I became a P.O.W. and 
I determined to keep one tin for a Victory celebration. The 
tin was jealously hoarded all the time in Siam when we 
were in the camps, during the building of the ‘ Railway of 
Death’ in Siam. There were many occasions when I was 
tempted to open it, as it meant an extra item to carry about, 
and there were times when I thought I might not survive to 
enjoy smoking it. 

I am afraid I did not keep it for the final celebration, but 
opened it when Germany capitulated, when we heard it over 
our secret wireless, as I knew once we were released we 
would find baccy once again. It.was in perfect condition 
and I can’t tell you how much I enjoyed it, and so did some 
others who had a fill, also others who smelt it only! 

I have just been able to get some more, which reminded 
me to write this letter.” 


(The original letter, from a Lieut-Col., R.A., sent 
on release after 3} years as a P.O.W., can be veri- 
fled at the Barneys Bureau, 24, Holborn, E.C.1.) 


* Barneys (medium), Parsons Pleasure (mild), Punchbowle (full), 2/104d. oz. 


(291) John Sinclair Ltd., Manufacturers, Newcastle-on-Tyne. @ 
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“The Ministry is rather overdoing it, don’t you think?” 


October 28 1940 * 


“Well, look last week's laundry was the week's 
before last, this week's must be last week's.” 


Father on Holiday 


(Summer 1946) 


ELL, yes, we had a certain number of wet days; 
Nine out of the fourteen, actually— 


Not counting the drizzly ones. 
Oh, I don’t know, it wasn’t so bad really; 
Anyhow, the weather didn’t worry us. 
We rose each morning—at least I did— 
Superior to the cyclonic disturbances, 
Deep depressions, troughs of low 
(Beastly low, Joan jokingly called them) 
Pressure predicted most evenings by the Air Ministry. 
As a see oh of fact the “bright intervals” 
Seemed all the brighter for their infrequency. — 
As I pointed out to the family by way of example— 
Where’s the fun in toothache when it stops 
If you haven’t had toothache ? 
They had nothing to say to that, except Bill, 
Who wanted to know how something could stop which 
hadn’t started ?— 
A silly question, which I ignored. 
No, there’s nothing like a steady downpour 
To make one appreciate the sun— 
When (and if) it appears. _ 
Anyway, that’s my opinion, 
Though it wasn’t a popular one with the family, 
Especially at breakfast. 
A meal, by the way, which should, I think, 
On holiday be taken in a hearty spirit, 
Rain or no rain. However. 


Personally I rather enjoyed the rain. 
As I kept on telling Bill and Joan, 
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Slacking around in a hot sun 

Can be very demoralizing. 

Obviously it cannot be so good for one 
As a six-mile tramp over the fields 

In a good old honest English downpour. 
Besides, squelching along 

With the rain beating against your chest 
And making a pulp of your hat 

And dripping down your neck 


_ Can be quite good fun ‘taken in the right spirit. 


Something splendidly primitive about defying the elements. 
One arrives back looking, perhaps, like a “drowned rat” 


_ (To quote the family) but feeling like a conqueror, 


Gloriously and even virtuously drenched, 

And exuding a sort of jolly contempt 

For those who have spent the afternoon 

Listening to the radio or otherwise loafing about indoors. 


Oh, rather, we’d a couple of gales, 70 m.p.h.-ers too, 
And a considerable amount of coastal fog: 

Not just patches, like you—really thick stuff. 

Some days we never saw the sea at all, 

Let alone the church and the castle. 


_ We used to go mushrooming in it— 


Great sport, looking for mushrooms in a fog! 

At least I thought sc. Never saw such big ’uns. 
We had them for breakfast—that is to say, I did. 
The family dubbed them waterlogged and tasteless, 
Personally I found them excellent. 


We beat you as regards thunderstorms. 

We had five and a cloudburst. 

What was your heaviest individual fall? 

2.3? No good! Ours was 2.9. 

D’you know, I got quite:a kick out of thinking 

We had chosen one of the wettest parts of the country 
For our holiday. 

As I remarked in the car, going home, to the family— 
Ours was a real triumph of “mind over watter”! 

But I’m afraid they were not amused. 


Maurice 


. and two stalls for next Thursday's matinée.” 
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. OW take the new man in our 
office, dad. He’s extremely 


good. He was a Guards 
officer.” 

“Has he a moustache?” 

“No, he isn’t that kind of Guards 
officer.” : 

“Extraordinary thing. It seems to 
me extraordinary to take a chap like 
that—a Guards officer, I mean, and 
put him in an office. No training. Not 
an office type.” 

“T wouldn’t say that, dad. I mean 
the war-time Army wasn’t exactly like 
the peace-time one. He isn’t really the 
typical Guards officer, you know. 
More the long-haired intellectual.” 

“Long hair? Oh, he’ll never get on 
in an office. You ought to give him a 
tip. Take him out to lunch or some- 
thing and advise him in a friendly way 
to keep his hair-short. You can do it 
quite nicely. Just explain to him that 
older men don’t like it.” 

“But he hasn’t got long hair. 
wears it the normal length.” 

“You said he had. You said so 
just now.” 

“No! No! I said he was a long- 
haired intellectual. It’s just an 
expression. I only meant he had 
intellectual qualifications.” 

“Where was he at school? Eton?” 

“No, Winchester, I think, but it 
really doesn’t matter. What I’m 
trying to say is——” 

“Did he go to ’Varsity?” 

“University, dad. Yes, he was at 
Oxford for two years before being 
called 

“Oh, I don’t like the Oxford type. 
Too limited. I always find you get 
people with a broader outlook at 
Cambridge. More all-round. Haven’t 
you noticed that?” 

“Well, yes, naturally, since I was at 
Cambridge I agree with you.” 

“Cambridge? I thought just now 
you said he was at Oxford?” 

“T did. He was at Oxford. J was 
at Cambridge. Surely you remember. 
I was the one you sent to Cambridge.” 

“No need to get sarcastic. I can 
remember perfectly well which uni- 
versity you went to. Sarcasm never 
gets you anywhere.” 

“Sorry, dad. At any rate he was 
only at Oxford two years.” 

“Two years. Why only two years? 
Didn’t he take a degree or anything ? 
Was he sent down? You don’t want 
a man like that in your office. He’s 
been a failure. I know the type. 
They ’ve never learned to work, never 
settle down to anything.” 


He 
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“He was not sent down—do listen. 
He was called up.” 

“You mean this happened during 
the war?” 

“Yes,” 

“Well I don’t know what they were 
thinking of—calling up these chaps 
before they'd finished their education, 
ruining their lives. Someone should have 
stopped it. These young men, sent out 
to fight with their training interrupted. 
Training is the most important thing 
in a young man’s career.” 

“T know, dad, but it happened to a 
lot of people around his age. What 
I’m trying to tell you is——” 

“T know it happened to a lot of 
people. That’s what I’m saying.” 
Here we have hundreds of young men, 
probably thousands of them all over 
the world, coming back from the Army, 
with no training, and quite useless. 


Well; anyway, practically useless for 


civilian life, all because——” 

“But, dad, I’m trying to tell you. 
He isn’t useless. He’s very good at 
the job, and in addition he’s extremely 
pleasant and easy to get on with. I like 
him very much, from all points of view.” 

“Tt’s not a question of liking people. 
You might have a very nice chap who 
was no good at his job at all. Just 


because you like a man it doesn’t mean 

everything. Is he good at his job? Does 

he apply himself? 
“cc YEs. ” 


Is he intelligent ?” 


“I advise you to snap it up, sir— 
it’/l be months before we get any 
more in.” 
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“What subject did he study?” 

“Classics, I think; but does it 
matter?” 

“Good lord, yes. Take classics. No 
good for modern life. It’s good mind- 
training, I suppose, but not practical. 
You need practical people.” 

“Well, he’s had some practical 
experience. He spent most of the war 
teaching people to drive tanks.” 

“Driving tanks! Good gracious! 
I thought at least he must have had a 
responsible job. Like an adjutant, for 
instance. You don’t want the type of 
man who can drive a tank and nothing 
else. Not in an office.” 

“But, dad, he is very good at office 
work. He has a clear, logical mind, 
he can write good memoranda, he can 
take minutes, and he has a pleasant 
manner.” 

“Well, that is important. If a 
chap’s got a pleasant manner it goes a 
long way. It’s no good working with 
people unless you can get on with them 
and they can get on with other people. 
Now take a case in point. One of my 
assistants—a good enough chap in his 
way, but rough, very rough. Heseemed 
to have the knack of rubbing people 
up the wrong way. I’ve had to let him 
go finally. No one could put up with 
him, but I don’t know what I shall do 
to replace him.” 

“What I was thinking was——” . 

“T went to the Ministry of Labour 
only last week and they could do 
nothing for me. If this Government 
thinks we can get on and get ahead 
without sufficient labour they’ll wake 
up one morning and find themselves 
mistaken. We haven’t the men to do 
the work.” 

“Yes, dad, but just let me finish. 
Rogers has just resigned because my 
people won’t pay him enough.” 

““Who’s Rogers?” 

“The man I’ve been telling you 
about; and I thought that since you’d 
lost an assistant he might be of some 
use to you.” 

“You mean this long-haired fellow 
with a moustache in the Guards? I 
don’t think he’s really the type I 
want.” 

“Look. He hasn’t got long hair, he 
hasn’t got a moustache, he’s keen, 
hard-working and intelligent. In fact 
he’s very good. He’s looking for a 
job, and you want an assistant. I only 
suggest you might like to see him.” 

“Well, you can send him round on 
Monday. We’ve always got room for a 
trained man with plenty of practical 
experience. If he’s good.” 


‘ 


™ 
+ 


“He was a pilot, but he always wanted to be a tail-gunner. 
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Dyspeptic Dispatch to America 


ELL, Colonel—finding your name and an address 
in Rochester, N.Y., on the back of an old Services 


Clothing Book, it struck me that some eighteen 
months have passed since your final departure from this 
country and I thought [ would write you a line. 

Do you care to know how we are getting on over here 
and what differences you would notice if you were to look 
us up again ? 

You would recognize the place all right—and the people. 
Shabby, uncommunicative and much more than a year 
and a half older, we still stand in files outside unpainted 
premises waiting to get a bit of something we would 
rather not have for supper. ‘The rubble has been cleared 
from under our feet, but we keep it handy in enormous 
hillocks thirty or forty feet high, to show to visitors 
who can’t see that London has “had any damage to 
speak of.” There are fewer uniforms of course, and almost 
no Americans, and the sky is clear of flying bombs and 
rockets—surprisingly, we are now almost the only country 
in Europe over which V-weapons are not reported—but it 
would be idle to say we are anywhere near forgetting the 
war. 

The black-out has been abolished—I don’t quite know 
why. It could easily have been argued that its con- 
tinuance would keep people indoors at night, check 
extravagance and thus assist in the battle against inflation. 
We are used to arguments of that kind, let me assure you. 
Necessity is the plea for every infringement of human 
freedom, if I may quote from William Pitt. But the 
black-out has gone; with the result that it is now possible 
to look into other people’s sitting-rooms at night and envy 
them the extraordinarily jolly furniture that everybody 
else seems to have got. 

Do you find that a lighted room in America, seen from 
the roadway, looks infinitely brighter, more comfortable 
and richer than anything you ’ve got yourself? 

I cannot see that the presence during the war of so many 
hundreds of thousands of American troops has noticeably 
influenced manners and customs over here. We have not 
taken to drinking cocoa with our lunch, nor do we chew 
much, nor, I am happy to say, is there any widespread 
demand for peanut butter; and we are no more frank and 
forthcoming in buses and trains than we were before. 
There is a tendency, not remarked before the war, for all 
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sorts of people to call all sorts of other people “dear” 
(I mean in shops and so on, where “Sir” or “Madam” 
used to be more normal), and there is an air of democracy 
in action about this which is not unpleasant. But I doubt 
if we caught this habit from you. 

You would be surprised by the amount of traffic in 
London. Only a couple of days ago I saw one of your big 
army cars caught in a jam up by Ludgate Circus (that’s 
about four blocks, in your notation, beyond the Savoy 
Hotel). It was heading west, but the officer in it had a 
scared look, as if he realized he had delayed his getaway 
to America just a month or two too long. He'll make it 
all right of course—he’s probably halfway down Piccadilly 
by now—but how he must be longing for the old fifty-mile- 
an-hour-down-Whitehall days. You would also be sur- 
prised, in view of what you have read about our export 
drive, by the number of new cars there are about. We are 
surprised at this ourselves. Where do they get them? 
we ask. Just as we ask, when we observe the prices that 
people will cheerfully pay in the shops, how on earth they 
manage it. And we smell corruption. We deduce evasion 
of taxes and concealment of sources of income. There is 
a feeling in the air that some oddish items are going down 
to the firm’s “‘expenses.” 

This is a rather more important development than you 
might suppose. We had a long-standing, perhaps rather 
priggish, tradition that dishonesty was a small highly- 
specialized profession in this country, with which a man 
need have nothing to do unless he felt so inclined. But 
we are now witnessing the beginning of a swing-over to 
that state in which the sheep are outnumbered by the 
goats, so that a certain forlorn courage will soon be needed 
to face the charge of being uncorrupt, a bit peculiar, one 
of these “holier than thou” chaps. 

I draw no moral, Colonel. We may be a more likeable 
set of rascals when the transformation is complete, able 
to take our place more easily in the comity of European 
nations. I only chronicle the fact that, unless there is some 
spiritual or économic revival in the fairly near future, that 
is the way we shall go. And America, which has to do 
business with us, will not be unaffected. 

After reading this rather dismal catalogue you will not 
be surprised to know that quite a number of people here 
are going about proclaiming their intention of “clearing 
out”’ as soon as they can manage it. They are of all kinds, 
people without homes, people who are sick to death of 
restrictions, people who are sick to death of rain and who 
discovered, on overseas service, that there are places in 
the world where the climate is better than ours, professional 
men who find that the income that made them comfortable 
before the war is ludicrously insufficient now, people who 
don’t like the Government, and people who don’t like 
doing their own housework, and quite a few who just can’t 
stand other people’s post-war manners. There may be 
nothing in all this; it may blow over. But this sort of 
feeling of unrest is not new in our history, and it hasn’t 
always come to nothing. There were the Pilgrim Fathers, 
for instance. 

I grant you that the market for colonies is not what it 
was, but I do say that if the inhabitants of this island are 
really on the move again, look out. Guard your coastlines. 
You know what unregenerate imperialists we are. 

H: F. E. 
° ° 


The Editor Presents His Condiments. 


“A reception for 30 guests was held at 106 Star Road. For a 
honeymoon on the East Coast, the bride travelled in a tweed 
costume with mustard and accessories.”—Local paper. 
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SHALL never forget the day our 

spirit-level leaked because it hap- 

pened to be the day after I just 
missed looking into Chapman’s Homer 
and the two events are linked in- 
separably in my memory for reasons 
that should presently become clear. 

It all goes back to Zoe my grand- 
father’s dog, a greyhound which had 
been doped so often for racing purposes 
that it had become a hopeless addict. 
My grandfather loved that dog—as 
well he might, considering the fame and 
fortune it had brought him—and he 
took awful risks to satisfy its craving. 
He used to slip down to Limehouse 
every first Friday in the month to meet 
a certain party named Li Ysin Thomp- 
son, Jun., outside Powell’s bird and 
poultry shop. The transactions were 
always conducted in complete silence. 
Grandfather had to look into Powell’s 
window until his hat blew off. Then 
Li Ysin would recover it, extract the 
money from the lining, insert the 
packet of ‘‘snow” and restore it to 
grandfather with a courteous bow. 
Although my grandfather wore a 
ridiculously small straw hat summer 
and winter through—and this caused 
a lot of comment, I can tell you—his 
trips to Limehouse were often abortive, 
and especially so after the Midland 
Bank on the corner was rebuilt in such 
a way that it sheltered Powell’s from 
the prevailing westerlies. 

Zoe’s clouded life strained my grand- 
father’s slender resources of finance 
and mental stability to the utmost, and 
in his later years he became very 
quarrelsome and mean over trifles. 
In case what I am now going to say 
should sound a bit callous I should 
explain that grandfather, or “Uncle 
Tom” as we children used to call him, 
was not a real grandfather but a 
grandfather by adoption. I think 
income-tax had something to do with 
it. Anyway, my grandfather earned 
his keep with us partly by services 
rendered and partly in commuted 
hush-money. His duties about the 
house were to make the beds, chop the 
mint, do conjuring tricks in the evening 
to entertain mother, and receive the 
vicar when he called. Otherwise he 
was free. 

He made a little money by loaning 
his bicycle to the telegraph office 
people whenever they were handi- 


capped by punctures, and he got a. 


bonus on the ordinary rates because 
his machine was pillar-box red and 
had a black-and-gold transfer (badly 
scratched though) on the rear mud 
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guard. As grandfather's economic 
position deteriorated his meanness 
increased and he began to suffer from 
dreadful hallucinations, one of which 
was that the authorities were stealing 
his spokes. He wrote to The Times 
about it, but only got into the “Points 
From Letters” column and in a fit of 
rage stopped going to the reading- 
room of the Carlton Club where he 
had often thought of becoming a 
member. 

My mother grew worried about 
grandfather’s hallucinations and tried 
to get him to take up rug-making to 
ease his mind. To kindle an emulative 
zeal in him she made many samples 
with advanced streamlined patterns, 
but she was so inept and heavy-handed 
with the “cribbler” or rug-making 
tool that the rugs were threadbare long 
before they were completed. We used 
to sweep them out of sight under the 
crumbs and dirt. 

It was on the Saturday before Bank 
Holiday Monday that my Uncle Tom 
—not “‘Uncle Tom,” the real Uncle 
Tom—whom we called ‘‘Cousin Will,” 
brought home the spirit-level. He 
bought it, I suppose, very much as 
one might buy a wireless-set to-day, 
for entertainment. We certainly got 


The Day Our Spirit-Level Leaked 


his money’s worth out of it. Most 
evenings, after cocoa, we would sit 
and watch it. Uncle Tom would lean 
forward and tilt it deftly and as we 
watched the little yellow bubble slide 
to rest our laughter would be uproar- 
ious but not infectious enough to 
prevent the neighbours complaining. 

In the end we came to an under- 
standing with the neighbours that 
they should stop complaining if we 
would leave the district. To celebrate 
this agreement we held an arts and 
crafts exhibition in the drawing-room 
and got grandfather to read the 
opening address. Among the exhibits 
were home-made rugs and scones, a 
red bicycle and a spirit-level that had 
somehow got broken. Heavy rain 
kept the attendance so small that the 
silver collection was virtually a waste 
of time. 

One of the strangest things about 
the whole affair was that although 
Zoe died shortly afterwards—dogs do, 
you know, when they are torn from 
their surroundings—my grandfather 
still wore his straw hat and, what is 
more, still struggled to Limehouse 
every first Friday in the month. And 
we were living in Lincoln then! 


“Why not a gift voucher for your niece, madam? Then she 
can choose whatever she wants.” 


Hop. 

Wy 3 £3) | A 
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“Are you sure he’s finding our way home for us, or 
does he think we're still taking him for a walk?” 


For Crismas Partys 
By Smith Minor 


THORT it might be a good idea a cette season ici (even 

if it isn’t quite ici yet it soon will be) to tell you a few 

good Xmas Party games, I knowing six, and the gentel 
reader perhaps not knowing any. Becorse what happens 
when you go to a party wich begins well enoufh 


“With gleeful shouts and merry roars 
Till comes along the dreaded pause” 


when somebody says, “Now what shall we do next?” and 
if you’re not jolly nippy with an idea somebody else says 
Kiss-in-the-Ring, and lo! before you know it you are for it! 

Mind you, most girls like Kiss-in-the-Ring, but most 
boys don’t espeshully if they are, well, wn pew simpathetic 
and choose the girls who it’s most likely nobody else will. 

“You neadn’t choose them,” Green said to me when I 
put this to him. 

“T grant that,” I said, “but then you neadn’t jump off a 
pier into a raging sea if an old man of, say, ninety falls 
into it.” 

“You wuoldn’t,” he said. 

Well, anyhow, here are the six ideas, five of them being 
made up by me at diferent times, one to chear up my 
depressed aunt the last time I went to see her when she 
perticularly neaded chearing throuh thinking I had gone 
off her thouh of course I hadn’t, I cuoldn’t, and the other 
one I having played last year at the house of some poeple 
with the rather curious name of Twistle-West, I’d hoped 
they wuold be as curious as their name, but they weren’t. 
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There’s jest one more thing I ouht to say before I begin. 
Thouh I made up five of the games myself they aren’t 
what’s called copywrite or anything like that, and you can 
play any of them you want to, saying you do. 

And now for them. 


1. Ye Human Crock 


For this you nead a big basin wich must be (a) smoothe 
so it will twirl, and (b) strong so it won’t break. 

Twelve poeple sit on the floor in a circle, they being the 
clock and each one reperesenting one of the hours, if you 
get what I mean. Then another person who you call the 
“unlucky thirteenth,” it gets a laufh, sits in the basin, he 
being the clock’s hands, thouh acktually the hands are his 
legs. This gets another laufh. Then another person who 
you call the winder tells the hands to lift his legs and gives 
him a jolly good spin, and round he goes till he stops, and 
the hour to wich the legs, i.e., hands, point has to be 
the next one in the basin. The one in the basin can be 
(a) blindfolded, or (b) not. 

This is one of the games I made up, but not the one I 
played with my aunt. 


2. How Lone? 


This one is easier to explane, becorse all you do is to 
send someone out of the room, and then ‘all the others 
guess how long he (or she, it cuold be a girl) will take to 
get fed up and come in again. If it’s too long you can 
play another game while you’re waiting. You want to be 
careful to choose the right kind of person becorse once we 
sent a boy out and he got so fed up that he went home. 


3. YE ANIMAL 


Now as I didn’t make up this game I can say what I 
am now going to say, sans vanité, i.e., that even if you aren’t 
enjoying this artickle it will of been worth reading jest 
for this one. It was the game we played at the house of 
the Twistle-Wests, and the best way to discribe it will be 
to tell you exactly what happened, i.e.: 

(1) Before we had come, Mr. Twistle-West had written 
the names of a lot of animals and put them in a hat, he 
not playing, becorse he knowing. 

(2) I, happening to be the first he chose, was told to 
take one of the papers out of the hat. 

(3) It was a pea-hen. 

(4) I had to act a pea-hen only without making a noise 
like one. To be honest I didn’t know what noise a pea-hen 
makes,* but if I had of, I cuoldn’t of. Note. I was a 
bit unlucky becorse a pea-hen is dificult, all the others were 
easier, so if you play it I wuoldn’t put in a pea-hen. End 
of note. 

(5) Mr. Twistle-West then said, ‘The first one of you 
who guesses what animal Smith Minor is, by making the 
noise of the animal, he mustn’t himself, will get a mark,” 
but they were only allowed one noise each, like a bee with 
only one sting, once it’s stung it’s finished. 

(6) Then Mr. Twistle-West said, “If no one guesses him, 
he gets a bad mark.” 

(7) I got one. 

Well, I think I’ve said enoufh to give you what’s called 
the jist, it may sound silly, but I promise you it’s hot. 
So now on to 


4. Yr Potato Race, 
and if you think I mean jest carrying a potato in a spoon, 
I don’t, this is played with a pastery board. 


* And still don’t. 


Auther. 


= 
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‘. . . and when you've finished it, will you do me 
a small notice—‘NO BEER’ ?” 


What you do is to lean the pastery board against, say, a 
waist-paper basket so that it makes a good sloap, and you 
race the potatoes down it and along the floor. You 
mustn’t shove the potato, but jest let it go at the top of the 
board and see what happens, and it’s best to have potatoes 
of funny shapes, becorse then you don’t know what is 
going to happen. You may think it will go right across’ 
the room, but no! it stops dead! Or you may think it 
es hit a table leg, but no again! it leeps into a curtain! 

his is the game I played with my aunt, and it cheared 
her a lot. 


5. Tue THort-READER! 


Suddenly you say, “Did you know I was a thort-reader ?”’ 

are you?” they say. ’ 

“Yes,” you say. “I can go out of the room, and you can 
all deside to think of something hard together when I 
come in, and I’ll write down what it is!” 

““Oh, nonsence!” they say. 

“Well, try me,” you say. 

And then you go out. And they deside, say, to think of 
an elephant’s breath. And when you come in you look at 
them all hard, and write on your piece of paper, and give 
it to one of them to read out. And after being astonished, 
he reads out, “An elephant’s breath!” What you’ve 
acktually written is,“‘Oh, please be kind to me, and read 
out what it is,” and if you’ve chosen someone good-natured, 
lo! he will! 

Of corse, it isn’t quite fair, but if you feal woried you 
can tell them. afterwords. 


6. 
There was another, but I’ve forgotten it. 


Well, that’s all, and I hope you will find them useful, 
thouh Green dosen’t think you will. After I showed them 
to him he said he was sure you’d prefer Kiss-in-the-Ring. 


Ballade of Imperfect Self- 
Sufficiency 


REE from all trace of blemish or assoil, 
Without a crease, without, a stitch awry, 
There was a time when no defect would spoil 
The calm majestic presence that was I; 
But now they cheer to mark me drawing nigh 
And greet my passage with a weird refrain 
Of ‘‘fancy dress” and “pennies for the guy.” 
I shall not launder for myself again. 


Too late I know what countless traps may foil 
Whoever thinks this arduous craft to try— 
That handkerchiefs should not be left to boil 
Till clouds of smoke surge monstrous to the sky; 
That colours fade, and woollens will not dry; 
That mangled buttons fasten but in vain; 
That none but experts should attempt the tie. 
I shall not launder for myself again. 
I cannot guess what meed of earnest toil 
My-remnant summers yet may glorify; 
My gloves may match the prowess of a Doyle, 
My bat the splendours of a lesser Fry; 
I may get printed once before I die; 
I may get solvent, or I may get sane; 
But while men breathe and while the fleet years fly 
I shall not launder for myself again. 


Envoi 
Prince, when they crowned you, and we peers stood by, 
My linen, so I gather, gave you pain, 
It shall be better when they string you high; 
I shall not launder for myself again. _ M. H.L. 


CLOAKROOM 
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the collaboration of B. Smith: the characters not 

only do not refer to living people, but barely resemble 
them. Anyone wishing to base litigation upon the following 
would have an uphill task, and what the Court of Appeal 
would say to them beggars the mind’s ear. 

In the 1930’s Letty Grimpling had for long been the 
only daughter of Mrs. Grimpling, of Vetch Grange, Sussex. 
Her father, a rolling stone, after being an Equity draughts- 
man, an archdeacon, and a purser on the Rio run, had 
severed his connection with his family and was trying his 
luck at real estate in the Congo. Letty was a shy, gentle 
creature, more at home with beeves and wurzels than with 
the salon life her mother adored. Often when the local 
intelligentsia were mingling with the scent of potpourri 
among the chintzes and discussing “The Roadmender” 
or listening appreciatively to a talk on Chaminade, Letty 
was milking, lassoing, branding or breaking-in. Love, 
however, had not passed her by unscathed. Every year 
the Boy Scouts of St. Godiva Without camped among the 
stubble of the upfield, and every year troth unto death was 
plighted between Letty and the senior patrol leader of 
the day. But with the snows and blizzards of. winter the 
romance withered and when posts were resumed in the 
spring naught was left but tender memories and keener 
anticipations. 

One day a new face made its appearance in the salon: 
long, bearded and cynical, it was said to belong to an artist. 
The vicar had found it making holiday in lodgings and 
introduced it into the little circle where it was soon accepted 
as dictator of fashion. ‘‘The Piper of Dreams” was torn 
from the wall and replaced by Van Gogh’s “Sunflowers.” 
The fierce petrel Galsworthy replaced the gentle Michael 
Fairless. Dvorak’s “Humoresque” stole out through the 
lattice on many a drowsy August afternoon. Nor were 
public affairs neglected. At the time of Munich two well- 
vouched-for Czechs were invited for a long week-end to 
learn at first hand the British Way of Life. Only in one 
respect was there no change at Vetch: Letty still went her 
solitary way. 

There is no itch so exigent as the reformer’s. It will not 
take nay for an answer, or even maybe. He who had 
imposed his will upon the salon was not likely to forgo the 
pleasure of bending to his purpose a mere slip of a girl. 
Vernon Tanqueray knew little of agriculture, but he believed 
passionately in progress and was aware that in the farming 
world there was a tendency to replace the horny hand by 
the machine. Letty should be mechanized, come what 
might. Yet before he could achieve his aim there were 
serious obstacles to be overcome. It was difficult, in the 
first place, to attract her attention. She entered the house 
only to eat and sleep. While eating she was deaf to other 
sounds; while she slept a hound guarded her truckle-bed. 
When approached in the open field, she took shelter behind 
a bull or, leaping on a passing horse, flew far away across 
the rough meadows with a look which boded ill for him who 
pursued her. 

Opening his campaign, Vernon wrote to the London book- 
sellers, ordering them to send her catalogues of machinery. 
He obtained a Juvenile Constructional Outfit and attempted 
to enlist her interest by building a model separator in the 
porch of her home. He stole secretly to her chamber 
and drew graphs upon the whitewashed wall. But Letty 
remained unmoved, primitive, defiantly manual. In 
desperation her persecutor consulted a wise friend, whose 


TT Belle-Lettre is fiction written by myself under 


PUNCH ALMANACK FOR 1947 


H. J.’s Belles-Lettres 


opinion was much valued in artistic circles. To his 
statement of the case “‘Diavolo” Bellamy listened with a 
quizzical frown. ‘‘ You are a man, she a maid,” he summed 
up the matter, between puffs at his meerschaum. “Appeal 
not to her reason, but to her emotions. Blow her heart 
into flame and you may lead her where you will.” Vernon 
gave a cry of horror. He was ready to suffer much for his 
mission. “The twentieth century must have its sacrifices,” 
he was wont to say; but was he, upon whom all that was 
most elegant in Mid-Sussex doted, to mingle his aura with 
a hoyden’s? Perish the thought! And yet ...and yet... 
to civilize the barbarians, to spread light in dark places— 
was not that a prospect attractive to a truly modern mind ? 
The next time that Vernon ventured into the fields he 
placed a bouquet of orchids and a small box containing 
liqueur chocolates on the broken paving of the yard, and 
retired round the angle of a barn. When Letty came 
running round the corner carrying some red-hot horse- 
shoes for fitting she stopped on seeing the gifts, but with 
an impatient shrug threw them in the swill and strode on 
her way. Gracefully turned love-letters, a beaded vanity 
bag, a hair-net, also failed to melt her. Suddenly he 
remembered the Wife of Bath, who held that women 
desired sovereignty above all, and it seemed possible that 
if he allowed Letty to dominate him she might consent to 
mechanize as a concession to the frailty of her slave. For 
the next few weeks, wherever the wench worked there 
worked Vernon by her side. It was difficult to avoid 
noticing him, as he worked slowly and humbly, nor did he 
work very well. Letty tried to drive him away, to jeer 
at him, to give him tasks to break his spirit, but all to no 
avail. His clumsiness, his inability to distinguish between 
the various kinds of crop and beast roused her to fury, but 
his persistence ground her down. After a morning dealing 
with refractory kine or fighting a losing battle with bindweed, 
it was almost a relief to deal with anything so biddable, so 
domitable, so limp as Vernon Tanqueray. He responded 
more surely to her hoe than did the harsh earth. One day, 
with a gruff impatience, she offered him her hand: if it had 
to be, to be it had. Bleakly and swiftly they wed, and 
Letty gave in to her spouse’s weakness so far as to allow 
him the use of a small tractor. From time to time, as he 
proved his incapacity in successive operations, the store 
of machines was increased, until gradually she became used 
to seeing them about the place and got into the habit of 
using them herself. Vetch Grange was mechanized. 
Another step forward had been taken in the industrial- 
ization of agriculture, but, alas, the juggernaut of progress 
claimed its victim. Letty found that tractors not only 
performed their agricultural duties but could be driven 
along roads and parked beside cinemas. Soon it was 
Vernon who sat helpfully by sick cows or conducted flocks 
from pasture to pasture, while Letty sat eagerly watching 
on the screen the cornlands of North Dakota, the cattle- 
trails of Texas and the fruit farms of California. These 
last particularly attracted her as she had not hitherto come 
in contact with any form of labour which involved stretch- 
ing up rather than bending down. Inherited wanderlust 
gripped her and with a curt grunt to her husband she 
packed a rucksack and left for Hollywood, which she under- 
stood to be the centre of the lemon-growing industry, 
leaving Vernon, now rooted to the soil, to plough his lonely 
and convergent furrows: to plod in boots which excluded 
him from the drawing-room across fields which held him for 
ever in their grip of clay. . 


\ 
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When I think of the thousands of tons 
of concrete that were transported across 
the Channel to make Mulberry harbours 
overnight— 


when I think of all the barrage bal- 
loons and A.A. guns and rockets and 


and tanks and aircraft— 


— 


cl pouring ceaselessly off the production 
lines— 
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when I think of the millions of men 
gnd munitions carried incredibly swiftly 
across thousands of miles of sea and 
desert and jungle— 


when I think of all ee millions ae 
millions of gallons of petrol pumpe 
straight from Liverpool to the front 
line in Germany— 


and all produced more or less under 
fire, as it were— 


when I think of the superhuman degree 
of organization that produced thousand- 
mber raids every night— 


when I think of the colossal number 
of ships and guns— 


to the smallest shirt-buttons— 


i 
it really makes me rather ashamed of 
myself for complaining just because I 
have to wait for a year or so just to get 
a handful of paltry little slates to keep 
the rain out of my paltry little house. 
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HEAR that my friends have been 

asking after me; they have not 

seen me about for a week or two, 
and are wondering if I am ill. One or 
two whom I had nebulously promised 
to take out to lunch have been quite 
worried about me. 

Well, in a way I am ill; nothing 
really serious, just a little head trouble; 
the ailment is only one part physical 
and nine parts spiritual; the truth is— 
I am confined to my room with a 
severe hair-cut. 

A drawback about being back in the 
City is the sad loss of contacts. 
Whether I have greatly changed in 
appearance I do not know, but 
tobacconists, newsagents, restaurateurs 
and the like no longer seem to know 
me; perhaps they never liked me very 
much, or considered my tips despicably 
small and just don’t want to remember 


‘Eleanor, here comes the dhobi-wallah!” 


Tonsorial Melancholia 


me. At any rate, ever since I stepped 
into my civilian trousers just after 
what the papers were pleased to call 
“V-Whit”’ I have been fighting a stern 
battle against their indifference. 

I hope I have been philosophical 
about it. When men of fixed habits 
have called on my tobacconist every 
day for the last six years, while I have 
been cooling my heels in Cairo or 
kicking them in Karachi, I suppose I 
must expect the cry of “Not one in 
the place” which goes up from his 
smoke-parched lips; similarly, appre- 
ciating that the lady who lurks in a 
felt hat up Pope’s Head Alley has 
long recognized her customers by their 
birth-marks, I can understand the snarl 
with which she clutches her newspapers 
to her ragged bosom at my very foot- 
step. Even when the little dark 
waitress who used to be all smiles now 
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shouts at me “Toad only!” I pretend 
not to care. But my experience at the 
barber’s was—may I ?—the unkindest 
cut of all. 

There were twelve chairs at the 
barber’s, just as there always used to 
be. Eleven of them were occupied. 
My smile of greeting played upon 
eleven plump necks and eleven white- 
coated backs. The scissors chattered 
busily, the hand-driers droned, the 
eleven insistent monologues muttered 
on like so many distorted recordings of 
the Nuremberg trials. I stood there 
for some minutes before I caught the 
eye of the man who used to cut my 
hair in the days when it was treated 
with respect. 

“You remember I said 
confidently. 

“The gent for the lotion, Ted,” said 
the man. 


me?” 


— 
7 
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“No, not for the lotion,” I said. 


He threw me a half-glance in the 
mirror. 

“Tsn’t it Mr. Pulpby?” 

“Not Mr. Pulpby,” I said, and 
swept off my hat, feeling that the sight 
of an old and valued head of hair 
would strike a chord. But the man 
busied himself absurdly with the 
inside of his victim’s ear and said over 
his shoulder to the man at the next 
chair, “Chance for Arthur.” They 

passed it on, all down the line, like 
sieaieae calling attention to a funny 
hat, until the last man tapped with his 
clippers on the glass of a small room 
near the stairs, and said to me 
tolerantly “Haircut?” 

“Yes,” I said. “Not too much off 
the——” 

A short man with a fixed smile had 
emerged from the glasshouse, and the 
man with the clippers, beckoning him 
with a jerk of the head and, putting his 
lips close to his ear, screamed “GENT 
FOR ’arrcuT.” Arthur (for it must have 
been he) shook his head and held up a 
lighted cigarette. “Strike ald Riley,” 
said the man with the clippers, 
addressing the ceiling—‘‘thinks I'm 
asking him to ’ave a perishing gasper.” 
He again turned to Arthur and pointed 
to me, making scissors pantomime 
with his disengaged hand. Arthur 
turned that empty smile on me and 
led the way to the twelfth chair. It 


was clear to me that I was cornered.’ ~ 


Now my hair may not look very 
much. Indeed, it isn’t very much, 
unless it is fluffed out and made much 
of, particularly at the sides, where I 
encourage it to grow thickly, and 
where it still does. But it is all the 
hair I have, and I am touchy about it. 
I am not, nor have ever been, one of 
those men who sit in a barber’s chair 
and read the paper until some 8ixth 
sense tells them that a mirror is being 
waved at the back of their necks. I 
like to have a little introductory chat 
with my barber; I like to check him 
from time to time and study progress. 
I have even been known to take the 
comb from his hand and give him some 
idea of the effect I am after. 

So, not yet abandoning hope, I 
addressed Arthur. 

“Not too much off,” I said. I spoke 
loudly, and would have spoken louder 
but for the flowered sheet which, after 
being flailed and cracked with the 
familiar conjurer’s flourishes had been 
stuffed down the inside of my collar 
until my veins stood out like emergency 
water-pipes. Arthur smiled at me in 


the glass and said in subdued tones: 
“Scattered showers, it said on the 
wireless.” 
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I groaned. 

“Only a trim!” I cried, choking. 

“That’s right,” he said, nodding 
several times. Then he suddenly 
swept up one of my lovely side-pieces 
in his comb and lopped it off. I heard 
the thud as it hit the floor. 

“Look what you’ve done!” I yelled. 

“Lot of damage.” 

“I should think there is a lot of 
damage. Why, you’ve——!” 

“Halve the harvest, they say.” 

The man with the clippers, who 
seemed to be Arthur’s mentor and 
interpreter, not to say protector, was 
the only person in any way moved by 
my cries of distress. He came along 
and spoke to my reflection with 
grotesquely exaggerated lip-move- 
ments, so that Arthur should be kept 
in the picture. 

’s—ve-ry—good,” he mouthed. 

“T dare say,” I said. “But he’s 
taking my side-pieces off. I never 
have my side-pieces off. All through 
the war I’ve managed——” 

“Got—’is—dip-lo-ma,” said the man, 
giving a great nod with each syllable. 

“TI don’t care if he’s got the hair- 
dressers’ Oscar,” I said—“for pity’s 
sake tell him I only want a trim. And 
leave my side-pieces”—I bit my lip— 

“my other side-piece alone.” 

He shouted in Arthur’s ear, “THE 


‘GENT’S SIDE-HAIR—LEAVE IT LONG.’ 


“Ah,” said Arthur, and nodded three 
times. 

“He’s a_ bit hard. of . hearing,” 
explained the man, and went back to 
his chair. 

I resorted to signs. I held my 
remaining side-piece away from. my 
head, then patted it close again and 
shook my head vigorously. I was just 


doing this for the second time when 
Arthur made a great lunge at it and 
slashed it off. 

“No, no!” I shouted, squirming. 

“They were long,” he said com- 
placently. “I noticed.” 

After that I shut my eyes, and dug 
my nails into my palms with every lock 
that fell. When I opened them again 
at a gentle dig with the butt of the 
scissors I gazed at a head which sloped 
inwards towards the top like an old- 
fashioned street-lamp. What hair 
remained on it was parted in the 
middle and fastened down with glue. 
Its jaw dropped on its owner’s chest. 
Above this head the face of Arthur 
smiled contentedly. 

“Thank you,” I said, wondering 
whether lip-reading covers bitter 
sarcasm, and_ gave him a despicably 
small tip. When I put on my hat it 
fell on to my ears and everything went 
black. 

I held it up with my umbrella all 
the way to the station; to take it off 
was unthinkable; I padded-it with two 
Sunday papers when I got home and 
have worn it ever since in the room 
in which I am corfined—by day in 
case of men to read the meters, by 
night in case of fire. Those friends to 
whom -I* owe lunches will be glad 
to hear that I-was yesterday able to 
reduce the padding to one theatre- and 
one book-page, and that at this rate I 
hope to be about again in a fortnight. 

J. B. B. 


° 
“CLERGYMAN.—‘ Your postal-courses on 


“Speaking in Public’’ has helped me a great 
deal.’”’—Advt. in weekly paper. 


Not quite enough, perhaps? 


“Sometimes I think I’m just a square peg.” 


if 
“A 

Be. 
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“Ab, -HERE- comes the Christmas post!” 
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The Queen’s Manitoba Fusiliers left here in 1939 for England. = 
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“When I said * I:mphatically, no!’ I didn’t mean you to take it 


literally.” 
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Piedish Clarifies the Situation. 


on Panther Piedish’s desk, and waited while he 


ORPORAL EGGWHISK came in, put an envelope 
opened it. 


“What is it, sir?” he asked gloomily. “The chuck? 
I was afraid of that, weren’t you, sir?” 
Piedish put the paper in his pocket. ‘“‘The needs of 


the lone-wolf foreign-espionage department,’” he said in 
a pompous tone to indicate that he was quoting, “‘can be 
met, in peace- -time, circumstances, with a much smaller 
establishment.’ Hum.” 

“How long do they give us, sir?” 

“Two weeks, Eggwhisk. Then this office is closed and 
we go.through a form of demobilization.” 

“JT don’t fancy a pin-stripe, do you, sir?” 

Piedish stood up and lugged open the drawer of a very 
large filing-cabinet. “I shall regret leaving these files,” 
he said reflectively. ‘‘Wonderful dope here about some 
of those Pentagonian fellers ... They haven’t got any- 
body with my knowledge of Pentagonia, you know, 
Eggwhisk.” 

“Seems they don’t mind that, sir. In peace-time 
circumstances, I suppose they think Major Awle——” 

Piedish choked. ‘*Who?” 

“Major Awle, sir. Major Bradley Awle. He'll take 
over our work now, won't he, sir? Aren’t we being merged 
with J.6, as you thought ?” 

Piedish bit his moustache. It was a galling thought 
that the egregious “Brad” Awle, who had been- hastily 
borrowed in 1943 from the public-relations department of 
Awle and Sundrie, would now be taking his place. 

His brow darkened. Suddenly he made a decision. 
* Eggwhisk,” he said, ‘ask Miss Supra to come in here. 
| have an announcement to make.” 

In a moment or two the Corporal ushered in Piedish’s 
secretasy, Miss V. Supra (whom he would sometimes in 
playful moments address as Miss C. Above). 

“Now, then,” said Piedish. “Listen, both of you.” He 
explained the position, looking significantly at them in the 
pauses. “In ‘other’ words,” he concluded, ‘“they’re 
closing us down because things have got so quiet in our— 
ahem—field that there isn’t anything to give us to do. 
It seems to me our course is clear. Suppose we use our 
last fortnight in showing them how wrong they are?” 

“Oh, sir,” said Miss Supra. ‘‘ You don’t mean work for 
the other side?” 

“Certainly not,” said Piedish sharply. “I mean clarify 
the situation. It’s obvious that things can’t really be 
quiet; that’s against nature. What we must do is to show 
them how much jiggery-pokery is in fact going on, so that 
they have to retain us to-combat it. Why, if we do the 
job well enough they might give us more staff.” 

He looked at them with shining eyes, but they stared 
back rather dully. Miss Supra said “We could do with a 
boy to send down to complain when the water-pipes bang,” 
and Corporal Eggwhisk said “Had I better apply for an 
extra tea-ration at once, sir?” 

“Now, then,” said Piedish, taking no notice. ‘This is 
what we'll do. I'll be off at onee—this 
Pentagonia and——” 

“Turpentine- Menders’ Federation to-morrow, 
Miss Supra interrupted softly. ‘Haircut, aay: 9. 30 A.M. 
Golf with Mr.—— 

Piedish waved a hand. “Make my apologies? I go to 
Pentagonia to spy out the land—Oblong’ll do for a centre. 


Eggwhisk, I’ll send for you if I want you. Invisible ink— | 


you'd better go and get in a queue for a good lemon. Miss 
Supra, when is there a plane?” 
She examined a list stuck on the door. “There’s one 


for Oblong this afternoon,” she said, “but it’ll be full of 
the J.5 lot, disguised as swineherds. They’re going on to 
Tetrahedronia. Will you mind?” 

“There will be one more swineherd than they expected,” 
said Piedish cheerfully . . . 

It was in the guise of a particularly swinish herd that 
he alighted at Oblong amid the good-natured snorts of the 
J.5 lot. There was a spare pig, so he took it with him; 
but after a while he began to wish he had left it behind, for 
though affectionate and amusing it refused to carry his 
baggage and was constantly tripping him up. But he 
had not the heart to abandon it, and when he took it to 
the well-known spies’ rendezvous, the café Au Magot 
Balbutiant, it was made much of by the other secret agents 
present. 

Everybody was talking shop. 

“There were the papers sticking out of his hat-band— 
I ask you!” 

“... only thing to do was to find a false moustache of a 
different size, as I'd told him all along—but these chaps 
with Ensa experience .. .” 

. used the same name as the one I was arrested under 
last time; it always works. They can’t believe .. .” 

After a time Piedish began to notice a surprising number 
of references to somebody called “Olga.” She was usually 
mentioned in sympathetic terms as one who did not seem 
to be getting on so well as usual; everybody had noticed 
this, but nobody apparently could explain it. However, 
they all agreed that things were very much less confusing 
since her activities had died down, and this gave Piedish 
an idea. 

He found by indirect inquiry that she was expected at 
the café that evening, and he took up a position (with his 
pig) near what he was told was her usual table. 

After a time a dark-haired beauty came in alone, sat 
at the table and began to fondle the pig. 

“What do you cali him?” she asked Piedish. 

“Casimir,” he replied at random. 

Scratching the pig’s ear, she said abstractedly ‘“‘Casimir 

. Iknew a Casimir once. A most useful man. I used to 
rely on him to——” She broke off. 

Piedish sat down opposite her, took some papers out 
of his pocket and made a pretence of sorting them. ‘As if 
by accident he allowed his International Spies’ Union card 
to appear for a moment before he put them away. When 
he looked up again he saw that she had noticed. 

“So you’re in the game too?” she said. 

“Oh, well. . .” Piedish said modestly. ‘In my small 
way. Théy tell me you work a wonderful line of general 
confusion.” 

‘Not any more,” she said ruefully. “I used to. I used 
to keep this district seething, practically singlehanded. 
That business in 1943—all the financial trouble over the. 
budgets in four countries simultaneously—that was 
entirely because little Olga got the Hexagonian printers to 
get out a Ready-Reckoner full of mistakes... But not 
any more: I’ve... I’ve had bad luck.” 

After a pause Piedish said delicately “Casimir?” 

‘*Well—indirectly.” 

“ce Dead 2 


“Not on your life. He found he could make more money 


with his own radio-repair shop. And I used to rely on him.” 


‘ 
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Piedish suddenly realized what was holding up Olga’s 
operations: her secret radio-set was out of action and she 
had no idea how to put it right. His course was clear. 

“T think I may be able to help you,” he said in a thought- 
ful tone. “Oh, not personally—I can’t tell a cathode 
from a megacycle, ha! ha!—but I know a man... Look, 
will you be in here about this time to-morrow?” 

She nodded eagerly .. . 

The time was too short for invisible ink, but Piedish 
got a code message into the Pentagonian broadcast pro- 
gramme that night, and the following day Corporal Egg- 
whisk arrived at the airport. 

“Good,” said Piedish, observing that the Corporal too 
was disguised as a swineherd. ‘You'll be able to look 
after this confounded pig for me. But meanwhile...” 

He explained about Olga and her secret radio. Corporal 
Eggwhisk listened rather doubtfully, and at the end said 
“T suppose all this wouldn’t be unethical, would it, sir? 
What I mean, I dare say the young lady’s a bit of all right, 
but you’ve got to remember what they call women’s wiles, 
haven’t you, sir?” 

“When I want your opinion I’ll ask for it, Eggwhisk,” 
said Piedish, the more violently because he had felt twinges 
of conscience during the night. 

At the café, Olga led them to a curtained booth in the 
seclusion of which she lifted on to the table a small suitcase 
and opened it to reveal a compact radio set. Corporal 
Eggwhisk got to work at once, but after a moment sat 
back with an incredulous expression. 

“Why, bless me, miss, do you know what you’ve done?” 
he asked. ‘‘You’ve got the speaker plugged in where the 
aerial should be.” 
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“Oh, yes, Casimir used to tell me—— Is that bad?” 

“Bad!” repeated the Corporal, reversing the connections. 
“Look, miss, you must never do that. Fatal it is. Remem- 
ber, this one goes in here.” 

The loud-speaker emitted a slight crackle and in a hoarse 
voice spoke some words in Pentagonian. Olga looked up 
sharply, seized a hand-microphone, pressed a lever and 
replied. 

Piedish and Corporal Eggwhisk looked at each other 
uneasily. The accent was unfamiliar, but neither liked to 
admit that almost every word was unintelligible. Olga had 
switched off and closed the case before the Corporal 
ventured to murmur in Piedish’s ear “I don’t know whether 
you noticed, sir, but she mentioned the name of this place. 
Bit fishy, isn’t it, sir?” 

Piedish made no reply. Could she be guilty of subterfuge ? 

Of course she could.. Not ten minutes later a body of 
Pentagonian soldiers burst into. the café and made straight 
for the booth, and it was only after one of his most mis- 
cellaneous fights that Piedish and the Corporal managed to 
extricate themselves alive. 

On the plane going back they sadly discussed the case 
of Olga. “What I can’t get over is the ingratitude,” said 
Piedish. “Still, at least we’ve done what we set out to do. 
I think that with Olga on the job again we may count on 
being retained, eh, Eggwhisk?” 

‘But I still think it was a bit unethical, don’t you, sir?” 


Unfortunately when they returned they found themselves 
under a cloud for some time because they had abandoned 
costly equipment. They forgot to take back the pig. 

R. M. 


“Yes, we took it because my wife hates 


stairs.” 
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The Big Hoose 


(To be sung to the air of “The Auld Hoose.”) 


H, the Big Hoose, the Big Hoose, 
It’s changed a bit, ye ken: 
It stands the way it’s always -stood 
At the widening of the glen, 
With the steep green hill behind it 
And the deep grey loch before— 
But the Big Hoose Folk are dwelling now 
Beyond the Green Baize Door. 


Oh, once the Laird and Lady, 
Their friends and kinsfolk too, 
Slept in the finest bedrooms —~ 
Which get the bonniest view; 
Sat in the painted drawing-room 
And trod the polished floor— 
But the Big Hoose Folk are dwelling now 
Beyond the Green Baize Door. 


Oh, once the Laird and~ Lady 
Dined in the banquet-hall, 

Where bygone lairds and ladies hang 
Upon the panelled wall: 

But chequered dust-sheets lie to-day 
Where damask lay of yore, 

And the Big Hoose Folk are dwelling now 
Beyond the Green. Baize Door. 


The Lady used to rise at eight 
And see the cook at nine, 

And sit awhile, and knit awhile, 
And walk, and talk, and dine: 

But now she’s stirring meal at dawn 
Until her hands are sore— 

For the Big Hoose Folk are dwelling now 
Beyond the Green Baize Door. 


The Lady used to wonder why 
Her maids would never stay 

In spite of all she offered them— 
Their bed, their board, their pay: 

But now she knows those board-like beds, 
She knows that rattling door 

And the little window where the rain 


Seeps in for evermore. 
ul 
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The Lady used to wonder why 
Her cooks would take to drink— 

But now she’s scoured those iron pots 
In the low blackened sink; 

She’s coaxed the ancient sulking range 
From a whisper to a roar, 

And limped a dozen miles a day 
Across the stone-flagged floor. 


Once, when the Laird went up the hill, 
The stalker used the glass, 

And a pony hauled the Royal down 
From the tops above the Pass: 

But now he’ll pick a tenderer beast 
(What though the head be poor?) 

And bear a haunch on his ain back 
Down from the Corrie Mhor. 


Time was he’d bring the men a drink 
And stand to watch them skin; 

They’d part the saddle from the haunch 
And break the shank from shin: 

But need has taught him many a skill 
He sadly lacked before— 

And now he cleaves the chine himself 
Outside the larder door. 


Time was he’d scorn to net a fish 
Or shoot a sitting bird; 
Such methods were unsportsmanlike 
(He knew no harsher word). 
But tightened belts make humble hearts: 
Crammed full of poacher’s lore, 
With paternoster and with snare 
He swells his meagre store. 


Oh, the Big Hoose, the Big Hoose, 
It’s changed a bit, ye ken: 

They who were naught but gentlefolk 
Are women now, and men. 

Their hearts were better than their heads 
In the days before the war: 

They’re wiser since they’ve dwelt awhile 
Beyond the Green Baize Door. JAn. 
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HERE was a terrible lamenta- 
tion the other day in the village 
of Auchnacooley, or there would 
have been if it had not been quieted and 
set to rights by an old man who had 
tried many trades, at none of which he 
had actually succeeded, and yet he 
was perfectly wonderful at helping his 
friends and neighbours at almost any 
job that was other than the ones that 
at different times he professed. And 
when he grew too old to do anything 
else he settled down to be a philosopher, 
and his philosophy was always at the 
disposal of anyone who might need it. 
On this occasion it was sorely needed, 
for an old woman was crying out and 
frightening the whole village. “Ah, 
I am robbed,” she was crying. 
“Robbed of all I possessed, and left 
utterly desolate in my old age!” 
I should explain that the Hunt 
Secretary had just gone by, and he had 
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Great Robberies 


not heard her, on account of the noise 
of his car; and that had added a 
bitterness to her complaints, which she 
kept up long after he had passed out 
of sight, let alone out of hearing. 

And when her cries were all at their 
height, and ringing throughout the 
village, old Moriaghy came up, for 
that was the philosopher’s name. 

“And what ails you?” he asked. 

“Robbed!” she exclaimed. “Robbed 
utterly!” 

“‘And what did you lose?” said he. 

**A hen,” she said. 

“And who got it from you?” he 
asked. 

“The fox,” said she. 

“Ah,” said the philasopher, “I 
wouldn’t mind so much being robbed 
by a fox. It’s the nature of the beast, 
and we expect it of him.” 

** Ah, and what would rob me if not 
a fox?” she asked. 
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“A hare,” said he. 

“A hare, is it?” said the old woman. 

“Aye,” said the philosopher. “Sure 
I had a poor old aunt, and she was 
robbed by a hare.” 

“Ts that so?” she said. 

“But I'll not intrude on your grief,” 
said he. 

The tears were still wet on her face 
but no new ones were running to join 
them, for already curiosity had got the 
better of her sorrow. 

“And was she robbed of much by 
the hare?” said she. 

“She was,” ‘said the philosopher. 
“She was robbed of the savings of her 
life, thirty-one pounds ten.” 

“Tt must have been a great blow to 
her,” said the old woman. 

“It was,” said the philosopher. 
“And will I tell you how it all hap- 
pened ?” 

“Tf you please,” she said, in quite a 
quiet voice. 

““My poor old aunt,” he said, “she 
had saved thirty-one pounds ten and 
had put it all in the post office, in a 
post office just like that one over the 
road, only it was away in the west, and 
there were mountains about. And one 
day she goes down to the post office 
and draws it all out, to spend it on tea 
and brighten her last few years, the 
poor old woman. And she gets it all 
in gold, for there was gold in those 
days, and she ties it all up in her 
handkerchief. And on the way home 
she sees a hare in its form, what 
doesn’t think she -has seen it, and she 
flings herself on the top of the hare 
and grabs it, thinking she will have a 
fine dinner, the poor old woman. And 
she pulls out her handkerchief and 
begins to strangle the hare with that. 
And, what with surprise and choking, 
the hare falls over, and my poor old 
aunt thinks it is dead. And she stops 
for a moment to breathe. And just at 
that moment the hare does the same. 
And it gets up with a great bound, and 
away with it out of the parish, with 
the handkerchief tied round its neck. 
with all her money, and my poor old 
aunt shouting after it and the hare 
paying no attention, and not meaning 
to pay any attention till it got to the 
mountain, which I told you was there 
in those parts. And there was my poor 
old aunt robbed of all she had. Robbed 
by a hare. Sure, I’d sooner be robbed 
of everything by a fox than of only a 
little by a hare.” 

“That is so,” said the old woman, 
and her tears were by now quite 
dry. ANON. 
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. . « Until they releases the new dining cars, we'll just ’ave to do our best.” 
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The Pictures in My Dictionary 


OST people have their favourite 
pictures. Sometimes they are 
well-known works of art like 

Millais’ “‘ Bubbles” or Gainsborough’s 
“Blue Boy” or Balbolo’s provocative 
“Kidneys on a mauve background— 
1926.” Sometimes they are pictures of 
a more personal type, painted perhaps 
by a well-loved -hand, or of a well- 
remembered subject such as “Plumm 
Pudding sene from abuv,” by Jeremy 
aged six. Sometimes they are pictures 
with no obvious appeal—a rough design, 
shall we say? for the proposed exten- 
sion to Saffron Walden cemetery or a 
snow-covered fell on which has been 
planted a group of completely uncon- 
vincing sheep. This type of picture 
is cherished simply because somebody 
happens to have hung it on one’s 
bedroom wall. 

Into yet another category come 
one’s favourite pictures in books. 
There flash before me as I write the 
familiar and exciting images of a 
very prickly Tom cowering before 
Mrs. Bedonebyasyoudid, of Sherlock 
Holmes standing aghast at the singular 
discovery of the Engineer’s Thumb, of 
Peter Rabbit hiding under the greenest 
of green cabbage leaves, and of a dozen 
king’s daughters gazing wistfully from 
as many turret windows. 

One set of illustrations which I keep 
in the forefront of my affections, 
although I am not above deriding them 
at times, is the series of pictures in my 
dictionary. Some of them are in parts 
of my dictionary that I seldom fre- 
quent and have no particular message 
for me, but some I know like the back 
of my hand and welcome like old 
friends. These are the pictures I keep 
coming across as I turn the pages on 
my way to discover how to spell 
“fulfil” or to learn once again the 
meaning of “exegesis.” 

How often, on such occasions, have 
I come face to face with the picture of 
the Quincunx! The quincunx or kwin’ 
kungks, as it is pronounced, is “‘an 
arrangement of five things so as to 
occupy each corner and the centre of 
a square, esp. of trees and plants.” 
The quincunx here shown consists of 
five little fruit trees bathed in sunlight, 
but we can amuse ourselves by picturing 
quincunxes composed of five oysters 
or five members of the Central Federa- 
tion of Master Bakers or any other five 
things which if not so typical are still 
quincunxes so long as, by accident or 
design, they have become arranged, to 
use the adverb so conveniently to hand, 
quincuncially. 


It will be seen that the charm of 
these pictures derives not merely from 
the drawings themselves but also from 
the accompanying definitions. Some- 
times, too, a pithy phrase may be 
encountered in the immediate neigh- 
bourhood of a picture. Just above 
the quincunx, for example, occurs 
the intriguingly cryptic utterance — 
“Quinch same as Quitch.” 

On the very first page of my 
dictionary there is an exquisite repre- 
sentation of an Abacus. For those 
unaware of the fact, an abacus is a 
counting frame or table, and from the 
illustration and the description I am 
able to perceive that not only did I 
have an abacus on the side of my cot, 
but that from my earliest days I must 
have been, without knowing it, no end 
of an Abacist. 

Let me interpose a word of regret 
here. Without wishing to complain of 
the arrangements generally, I would 
greatly appreciate it if one day some 
artist would depict for the benefit of 
posterity the likenesses of that grand 
opening pair, so often chosen by the 
Selection Committees of dictionaries, 
the Aardvark and the Aardwolf. 

A picture I love and would readily 
have enlarged and hung over my bed 
is that of the Aplustre. A bearded man 
wearing a very smart night-dress is 


“Ts there a doctor in the house with car 
number DX P3860?” 


seen rowing with great coolness in a 
boat from which all but the stern and 
the part immediately surrounding him 
has been shot away. It is praiseworthy 
at any time to row half a boat stern 
first, but to row it in addition with 
only one oar and that oar having a 
hairpin bend halfway up its handle 
and a blade like a banana-skin seems 
to me to constitute courage of the very 
highest order. The reason for the 
catastrophe which has overtaken the 
vessel is surely to be found in the 
Aplustre itself, a gigantic ornament of 
the “Present from Ramsgate” variety, 
which grows out of the stern like some 
vast malignant fungus and which, 
apart from unnerving the nearest 
oarsman by constantly threatening to 
catch in his hair, must have made the 
ship a ludicrously obvious target for 
enemy aircraft. The Aplustre, for the 
benefit of those who find it difficult 
to picture from my description, fre- 
quently consists of a sheaf of volutes. 
As for the picture of the Aventail, no 
nursery should be without it. An 
aventail is of course “the flap, or 
movable part of a helmet in front for 
admitting air to the wearer.” There, 
sure enough, is the wearer, caught in 


.the very act of admitting air to himself 


and also relief and easement to a 
moustache which, by its grandiose 
proportions, must have suffered agonies — 
of constriction behind the closed 
aventail, while adding enormously to 
the discomfort of the wearer by claim- 
ing every cranny of the available space. 

I suppose my attachment to the 
picture of the Branks or Scold’s Bridle 
is due not so much to the artistic merit 
of the picture itself as to the pleasant 
trains of thought which it induces. 
The branks are described as having a 
“hinged iron framework to enclose the 
head and a bit or gag to fit into the 
mouth and compress the tongue.” 
What a practical improvement on the 
flimsy meaningless feminine headgear 
of to-day! What a picture to merit 
pride of place on the kitchen mantel- 
piece! 

And so by way of the pillory, the 
poleaxe and the porch, Stoke Poges 
church, we come to what is perhaps 
my favourite picture of all, the Par- 
buckle. A parbuckle, in case you’re 
not too sure, is “a purchase made by 
looping a rope in the middle to. aid in 
rolling casks up and down an incline,” 
and the character depicted parbuckling 
especially intrigues me not only be- 
cause he helps to date the picture by 


his flowing hair, moleskin cap and 
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drainpipe trousers, but also by the 
graceful nonchalance of his stance. 
He belongs to an era when people 
worked all day in picturesque attitudes 
for a few pence and had names like 
Silas Parbuckle. Nowadays, I’ve no 
doubt that parbuckling is performed 
by some noisy mechanical device and 
that the people who sit and watch it, 
or probably don’t watch it, go on 
strike if they’re not paid as much as 
a Cabinet Minister. 

A picture I keep coming across is 
that of the Trepan, ‘‘a small cylindrical 
saw used in perforating the skull,” or 
alternatively, “a powerful rock-boring 
tool.” It always seems to me a most 
dangerous practice to have two such 
instruments with a single name. 
Imagine an inexperienced nurse on 
being asked by a harassed surgeon to 
pass the trepan handing him in her 
ignorance a powerful rock-boring tool. 
The possible consequences are too 
appalling even to consider. The likeli- 
hood of an error is not diminished by 
the artist having chosen to depict the 
trepan in a dense fog and having failed 
to indicate which of the two trepans 
the resulting “Nocturne” is intended 
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to portray. He would have been on 
safer ground, I feel, had he given the 
trepan a miss and concentrated his 
talents on the salient features of the 
Trepang, which, as you can’t possibly 
know, is a Malayan sea-slug much 
esteemed as a food delicacy in China. 
The same sort of awkward mistake 
might well occur in the case of the 
Sedan Chair, which is described as “A 
covered chair for one or a barrow 
for fish.” I should imagine that the 
two drunken-looking thugs in three- 
cornered hats here seen conveying a 
lady of quality into the heart of a 
mango swamp would be extremely 
vexed if they had been called out in 
the middle of a carousal to provide 
porterage for a pound of cod-steak. 
Halfway through the 8’s, after a 
long pictureless phase punctuated only 
by a rather uninspiring portrait of two 
Spandrels, occurs the striking surrealist 
study entitled “Spatter-dashes.” The 
eye is arrested by the sight of two 
neatly gaitered legs severed above the 
knee and poised in space with the toe 
of one shoe pointing ominously at the 
sentence “Spatulamancy—a method of 
divination by a sheep’s shoulder-blade.” 


BRITAIN SHAN’T BREAK IT. 


The space which one might reasonably 
expect to find occupied by the 
remainder of the body is given over 
to a description of the Spatangus, “a 
family of irregular sea-urchins,” and 
the Spatch-cock, “a fowl killed and 
immediately roasted or broiled for 
some sudden occasion.” 

I always find the picture of the 
viscount’s coronet which brings this 
entrancing series to a close in the 
nature of an anticlimax. There is 
unfortunately no truth in the rumour 
that the oddly drawn velvet folds 
conceal a human face and that the 
picture should rightfully bear the 
caption—“ Puzzle, find the viscount.” 
Hence one cannot help feeling that the 
artist has rather missed his oppor- 
tunity among tKe later letters. What 
glorious and unforgettable master- 
pieces might have been made of the 
Whiffletree or the Zobo (a creature 
whose lady, the Dsomo, languishes in 
the Supplement)! How the skill of the 
engraver might have been tried and 
have triumphed with such a subject 
as a Xylobalsamum or a Wykehamist! 
And why, oh, why no picture of the 
inscrutable Yggdrasil ? 


Bloomsbury Vigilantes on guard round a new public monument. 
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“And shall we say January the 31st for the initial fitting, sir?” 
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“One last look, my darling, before— 


the street lamps come on.” 
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Aha—clean sheets to-night !”’ 
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To-day everyone is yearning for more 
variety—for more of the goodness and 
flavour of the ‘57.’ 

The housewife wants the full range to be 
available again—for her choice—in the 
Grocery store. 

They are coming back—one by one. 


HEINZ 


VARIETIES 


Already about: BAKED BEANS, SPAGHETTI, SOUPS 


SALAD CREAM, SANDWICH SPREAD AND PICKLES 
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_ “Dainty Fare” biscuits are a star attraction! 
They please the public taste, and they satisfy 
the desire for energy-giving food. Temptingly 


sweet, rather short-eating, they are made in 


the Weston model factories from the finest 


ingredients obtainable. 
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By Appointment 
Biscuit Manufacturers 
to H.M. The King 
McVitie & Price Ltd. 


“McVITIE'S 
the word before 


PBiseuits- 


Made by 
McVITIE & PRICE LTD. 
Edinburgh + London + Manchester 


COMING SOON= 


THAT — PRODUCTION BY IDRIS 
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THE QUALITY 
IDRIS LIMITED, LONDON, MAKERS OF QUALITY 


TABLE WATERS THROUGH FIVE SUCCESSIVE REIGNS wourtme 


“She'll be bats 
about them— 
they’re Galey 
Cranford” 


They’re the grandest new assortment 
ever . . . ten marvellous centres . . . all 
attractively wrapped to keep them fresh . . . 
and they’re only the first of the big things 
Caley’s are getting ready—including your 
favourite chocolates, FORTUNE. 


CALEY CRANFORD 


the NEW chocolate assortment—to buy NOW 
NS.S 


Specially prepared by 
Abdulla for all lovers of 
the American style cigarette. 


Fifth Avenue . 20 for 2/4 


173 New Bond Street, W.! 
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The Greatest Name 
in Rayon 


T may be some time yet 

before dresses and lingerie 
made from Courtaulds Rayon 
ate back in the shops in 
abundance. 


All the same, when making 
a new addition to your ward- 
robe, remember the advantages 
of thinking in terms of dresses 
and lingerie that keep their 
freshness, which the “‘ Tested 
Quality” mark ensures. 


We are pleased to announce 
there are now a few more 


Motoluxe Coats available. * MORE NOW 
* Stocked by the best si th hout 
py AVAILABLE 


Wholesale enquiries to the makers, Lee BROTHERS (Overwear) Ltp., Queen St. Wks., 
London, N.W.1, and from Moore & SouTHcott, 15 Gt. Portland St., London, W.1 
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ATKINSONS 
Caw de Cologne) 


AEC 152B-96 


J. & B. ATKINSON LTD. 


I go... come back! 
Yes, Morlands are going abroad—to help 


vital exports. Soon, though, colour and 
comfort will come back to gladden you in 


MORLANDS 


WOOLLY SHEEPSKIN 
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look for the name 


’ Taken from an old print entitleds 


adies in 1860... 


Who said emancipation was only half complete in 
1860? Why, surely, here /S pleasure nearly unre- 
stricted! The “gentle art and recreation” AND 
those rather dashing “ smokes.” 

How should we improve this shining hour to-day ? 
Perhaps .. . a lighter costume..... certainly with 
the added pleasure which comes from saying 


PLAYER'S NAVY CUT CIGARETTES * MEDIUM OR MILD * PLAIN OR CORK-TIPPED 


NCC 598 | 
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WHAT 
CALL 
LOVELY 


...and | know a bit 
about keeping things in 
order... but she does 
too! It’s her secret... 
that newest of ideas 
from the J.B. range. She 
knows they cost no 
more... but in every- 
one’s eyes she knows 
how much lovelier she 
looks ! 


ad Coal Tar Soap 


IDEAL FOR TOILET AND NURSERY 
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The most important part of a pencil is its lead. A really 
good one can make all the difference to your work. The 
quality of the lead in a VENUS is ensured by a special 
colloidal process. In all the seven grades of the VENUS 
“ War Drawing ” you have perfect grading. There are 
also “ Utility ’? Blacklead, Copying and Coloured pencils. 
Our famous branded lines of VENUS Pencils will return 
as soon as conditions permit and restrictions are removed. 


ENUS 
World’s Perfect Quality PENCIL 


THE VENUS. PENCIL CO., LTD., LOWER CLAPTON ROAD, LONDON, E.5 
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told you 


RONSONOL 
would put 


Ronsonol is the perfect lighter 
fuel ; it puts new life into any 
type of lighter. You get instant 
flash, a strong, clear flame, no 
fumes, no clog, no odour. Next 


time you visit your tobacconist, 
buy a bottle of ; 
Ronsonol — you'll 
see a big difference 
in the way your 
lighter works. 


Ronsonol 1/63 bottle, 
Ronson Flints 6d. packet, 
Ronson Service Outfit 1/6 


OLDHAM & SON LTD* DENTON: MANCHESTER Tel: Denton 2431. Est. 1865 
f London Office: Derbyshire Hse., St. Chad's St., W.C.1. Depots: London, B'ham, Glasgow, Belfast | 


can 


@ EASY STARTING 
@ SMOOTH RUNNING 
@ GREATER PETROL MILEAGE 


A. C. SPHINX SPARKING PLUG CO. LTD. DUNSTABLE 
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When nations slide into famine, it is the children and 
mothers who suffer most. Today in the world, there 
are millions of growing families on the edge of starvation. 
For them, every available grain of wheat is urgently 
needed and there can be none for large scale livestock 
feeding. When the next big harvest is safely home, it 
should again be possible to fatten pigs and cure hams 
to the unique tenderness and flavour for which Marsh’s 
have long been famous. 


MARSH HAMS 


Marsh & Baxter Ltd. Brierley Hill 


Meccano Outfits and Dinky 
Toys are once again in the 
shops. More of the smaller 
Hornby Train Sets will be 
ready before Christmas. 
See your Meccano dealer 
as soon as possible. .«, 


/ Made in England by 


MECCANO LIMITED 
LIVERPOOL 
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EXTRA 
VITAMINS 
FOR WINTER STRENGTH 


A sufficiency of vitamins A and D is one of your 
body’s most natural needs—-and never more so 
than during winter. By taking Crookes Halibut 
Oil, so rich in these two essential vitamins, you 
give your system a greater chance to resist infection. 


CROOKES HALIBUT OIL 
OBTAINABLE ONLY FROM CHEMISTS 


Capsules, per bottle of 25, 2/6; 100, 8/6 
Liquid, per phial, enough for 16 days 2/- 
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How to brush your teeth 


No. 2 OF A SERIES. § Cut tt out and keep it. 


Mo" people brush their teeth. But few people know how 
to do it properly. Brushing teeth “any old how” is 
not much use. Only by correct brushing can you keep your 


gums healthy and remove the food particles that cause decay. Easy feet _ easy shopping 


NON SELF-CLEANING ZONES clude the gums in each stroke. 6 times. 


Using your toothbrush wrongly | gytsipe UPPER FRONT TEETH Shopping is a tiring job at any time. But when 
(horizontally) you merely re-clean 


Mew * your feet pain you at every step, what an ordeal it 
wetting oe a your teeth. becomes ! Standing in queues exhausts you. You reach 
dhows you that tt iz tn the ~ Place bristles home utterly defeated, your nerves in rags. 
eg ao against gum Make things easier for yourself! If your feet hurt, 
the teeth that = as shown. come to Scholl's and have proper attention. In our 
food collects. AXA INSSYM / : ; Twist the restful, well-equipped Depots you will find the scientific 
These are the areas that need correct | ™¥#St and sweep bristles “down- knowledge and skill not only to relieve your pain, but to 


wards”. Arrows show qa, 
track bristles should take. “\N 


bring your feet gradually and surely back to happy, 
normal health, We have over thirty-five years’ 
experience; our methods are practised successfully all 
over the world. We have branches everywhere. 


* up and down ”’ brushing. 
INSIDE UPPER FRONT TEETH 


; ALWAYS — Use an 
Place bristles unwetted toothbrush. 
inside mouth as Clean your teeth last 
Baty ng at night an 
shown then after breakfast. Keep 
use a_ brisk at two tosh 
“ ” rushes —use them 
pu Ul down alternately. Visit your 
action. In- | dentist regularly. 


use vour Visdoni wisety 


MADE BY ADDIS LTD., MAKERS OF THE FIRST TOOTHBRUSHIN 1780 


SCHOLL FOOT COMFORT SERVICE 


SCHOLL 


254 REGENT STREET, LONDON, W.1 


Two dazzling 
smiles ! 


BUT= 


miss FOOLISH 
only cleans 
her teeth... 


... miss WISE | 


‘TEETH may look lovely, yet by keeping gums — dreaming of the day when there will be 


be in serious danger from 


unhealthy gums. Don’t be over- healthy too! no shortage of 
confident— see your dentist R D we ART 
regularly and use S.R. Tooth- GM | 


paste. The sodium ricinoleate 


in S.R. acts as a tonic to the 
gums, while S.R. thorough-cleans D Og Food 
the teeth. TOOTHPASTE 


Product of JOHN MORRELL AND COMPANY LIMITED, LIVERPOOL AND LONDON 
GR 146-96-65 D. & W. GIBBS LIMITED, LONDON, £.0.! c.v.s. 203 


1946 October 28 1946 ee xxiii 
| 
- 
\ 
4 » 
AB” 
ae 
| 
) 4 
— 
yf 
| : 
= 
| 
ES 
| 


xxiv PUNCH ALMANACK FOR 1947 


Buckled elegance in the new ‘ Canford’ 
walking shoe—smooth, soft leather graced by 


beautiful proportions and simple lines. 


In chestnut-brown or black.. 


Clarks of Street have retailers in nearly every town. 
Please choose from the styles you find available, 


C. & J. CLARK, LTD. (WHOLESALE ONLY), STREET, SOMERSET 
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Camera-loading should be done 


In the shade, 
NOT in the sun 


HELP THEM 
REBUILD ... 


For sure, safe, speedy relief 


3 in all cases of Headache, 
Wor Medallis 
er Medaiiis 2 
a Neuralgia, Rheumatism 
by sending a oH 
contribution 
however eee and all Nerve Pains 


small. £500,000 
is needed now _ § 
to build new {) 
life-boats and 
so make good 
the losses and delays of war. 


ROYAL NATIONAL 


LIFE-BOAT INSTITUTION 
Life-Boat House, Boreham Wood, Herts. 


The Earl of Harrowby, Hon. Treasurer 
Lt.-Col. C. R. Satterthwaite, O.B.E., Secretary 


P.R. is DIFFERENT. It was evolv- 
ed in the Research Laboratories of 
BOOTS THE CHEMISTS. It isa 
DOUBLE-ACTION Pain Reliever. 
P.R. Tablets relieve your pain — 
and at the same time, help to 
remove the CAUSE of your pain. 
Remember this, too—P.R. is 


MANUPACTURERS 


OF 


BRIGHT STEEL BARS 


HALESOWEN STEEL 


co. LTD. 


the answer is 


2/33 
a bottle 


Sold only 
at Branches 
of 


NOT A NARCOTIC! You can 
take P.R. Tablets with confidence 
they are absolutely safe, and they 
do not upset the heart or stomach, 


HALESOWEN, 64, VICTORIA STREET, 
NEAR LONDON, 
BIRMINGHAM. s.w.1, 


CONSTRUCTORS 
CYCLE PARKS 


CONSTRUCTORS LIMITED 
ERDINGTON — BIRMINGHAM 


Na NON-FLYING 
ALL PLASTIC 
SCALE MODEL AIRCRAFT 


INTERNATIONAL 
MODEL AIRCRAFT 
MORDEN RD. - MERTON - S.W.I9 


““EVERBRITE” RECHARGEABEE® 


Recharged at home from your 
mains. No battery required. 
Several hours’ continuous 
light. Thousands in use. 
Fully guaranteed, The “ King 
of Pocket Lamps.” Direct 
or from Dealers. Send 
for interesting Leaflet 

A 59. 


UNBAKEN ELECTRICAL peopucrs MANCHES 


Octo 
| 
My 
Zo 
"OF THE CYCLE 
| STORAGE PROBLEM: 
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There 


A well-placed fire-resisting door might one 
day save your property. In planning fire- 
fighting resources, Grinnell Sprinklers are 
the first consideration. Next, fire-resisting 
doors. If fires are not extinguished in the 
first minutes—due to absence of Sprinklers 
—they must be confined to the smallest 
possible area. Fire-resisting doors prevent 
the flames from spreading, not only from 
room to room, but from floor to floor. 


Mather & Platt Ltd. 
PARK WORKS, MANCHESTER 10 
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A Question of Taste 


IN THE OLD melodramas the 
villain usually ‘ puffed a cigar- 


enable us to cater equally for 
the pipe partisan and the 
cigarette connoisseur. 

Our long experience in such 
matters enables us to offer 
expert advice, and smokers in 
general are at all times 
welcome to make use of our 
service. 


ROW EMAN of Pall Mall 


DIRECT-TO-SMOKER SERVICE 


ette’, whereas the hero 
‘ sported a pipe ’. 

As tobacconists to many 
stage celebrities, we have al- 
ways maintained strict im- 
partiality in this conflict of 
tastes. Our resources in fine 
leaf, and our finesse in blending, 


Too many people who think 
hard at the office find them- 
selves sitting hard too. 
This Pel chair 
provides a 
comfortable 
basis for 
putting this 


situation right. 
Limited 


For the time being, 
supplies are, 
unfortunately, not 
enough to allow us 
to meet ail F 
demands. 


X-RAY FOR PLUGS 


NO, IT’S NOT A PUBLICITY STUNT. It’s 


69 or 


more exacting 


operations 


one of 57 routine factory tests, a 
test originated by K.L.G. during the 
war and adopted by all other plug 
makers on Government instructions. 
Why all this fuss about a ‘simple’ 
little accessory ? Because, no matter 
how much care is put into the 


KLG 


CORUNDITE 


that go to make the not-so-simple 
K.L.G. plug, some faults defy ordinary 


inspection. . . . and under war 
conditions this might have meant 
the lives of an air crew. Even in 
peace-time only the toughest 
tests are good enough for K.L.G, 


OLDBURY * BIRMINGHAM. London Office: 15 Henrietta Place, W.1. Tel: Welbeck 1874 i) | K.L.G. SPARKING PLUGS LIMITED, PUTNEY VALE, LONDON, S.W.I§ 
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THE DAILY APPETISER ba, 


FRAY BENTOS 


a 
Introduce anewspre 
with the rich enticing | 
Beef 


4 only giving 
Jelicious 


ws 


at Saxone 


they measure both feet" 


The comfort of a shoe, its good appearance, its endurance — all depend 
firstly upon fit. That’s why we measure both feet for Saxone * Footprints.’ 


SAXONE 


40 Strand, |! Cheapside, 64 Gracechurch Street, London, Croydon and throughout the country 
Al2 


SAVOURY BEEF 


PREPARED BY OXO LIMITED » LONDON 


| 
s 
Note these Facts : 
FOR YOU AT AGE 55 
id 
aa ha q t This cash sum, or if you prefer it, a pen- or pension your family is p i for. 
r if) i i] sion of £400 a year guaranteed for life Should you not live to reap the reward 
Be from age 55, will secure your independence yourself your family will receive £5,000, 
in years. If you say, a teacher, even if you live to make only one payment. 
| wi civil servant, etc., it will augment t 
J, pension you already look forward to. Income-Tax Saved. Healthy dogs 
Take, for example, ages up to 45, this On every payment you make, you 
rR e) +, OOO Dd is how the plan operates—for women it is receive the appropriate rebate of income- k od i 
slightly varied. You make regular tax—a concession which will save you a ma £0 compan ons 
ery y considerable sum during the period. 
to the Sun Life o anada—the great 
A recent medical test of an enmity Company —end at age you £691,103,000 in 
i i will receive £6,530, plus accumulat Through the Sun Life Assurance Com- eae. 
dividends—or £400 a year for life. If pany of Canada (the largest Company of 
a a o Fl were you are over 45 the benefits are available the British Empire transacting Life Assur- 
the greatest individual time- at a later age. ance solely) we 4 000,000 men and 
losers, i women have provide themselves or 
rter £5,000 for Your Family. their families by policies guaranteeing the 
Golds Wie con Whilst building up this retirement fund payment to them of £691,103,000. 
relieved safely and speedily By filling up and serding the enquiry form you can obtain details suited to your personal 
by taking two tablets of requirements. ‘The plan covers all amounts of savings from as little as £1 per month and ¥ 
“Genasprin’ i lit 1 the cash and pension can be arranged in most cases to commence either at age 50, 55, 60 6 
ina ittle It the and way of for you and yours, 
water—. and the protection for your family om your firs . 
RHEUMATIC PAIN. 
NEURITIS, : FILL IN THIS FORM NOW POSTAGE ONE PENNY IF UNSEALED 
SLEEPLESSNESS, : 
ae la To H. O. LEACH (General Manager for British Isles). : 
Supplies are limited but your SUN LIFE ASSURANCE CO. OF CANADA : 
= get share. (Incorporated in Canada in 1865 as a Limited Company), : 
A oe . 22, Sun of Canada House, Cockspur St., London, S.W.1. : a 
1 should like to know more about your Plan, as adv Without incurring 
of strain or pain any obligation. x : » 
*‘Genasprin 
r., Mrs., or Miss) 
vy 
Sees you through ADDRESS Condition Powder Tablets 
The word ‘Genaaprin’ is the registered ak : 
trade mark of eep 0 
é Lid., Loughborough, Lelos. 16, Cccupation. Exact date of btm 
Punch Al k, 1947 : 
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youll see it 
again soon! 


Now! Ask fo SOLO 
BITTER.»*“ MARMALADE 


LIMITED SUPPLIES AVAILABLE 
waft 


If you have any 
ff \ 

VAPEX 

please make it last. If care- 
fully used, a little goes a long 
way. After use the stopper 
should be tightly closed to 
avoid evaporation. Production 
will be resumed as soon as 

conditions permit 


VAPEX. . . for Colds 
A Drop on your Handkerchief 


THOMAS KERFOOT & CO. LTD. 
’ Vale of Bardsley, Lancs., England 
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Never before have so many frayed sleeves 
shown so many turned cuffs. 
before were there so many patches on so 
many pants. And because the country was 
at war, we accepted it all with good 
giace. Very soon now, it is hoped, con- 
ditions will ease, and we shall be able to 
indulge our urgent need for something 
new. When that time comes, ‘Celanese’ 
products will be there to contribute an al- 
most forgotten sense of luxury and comfort. 


Never 


men ne hurry. 


LADES 


Manufactured entirely in London, England 


Take care of your Barling 
Pipe. When available the 
very limited supplies are 
sent to Barling Agents. 


Prices are as follows: 


Standard S.S. S-M. 
or Sandblast 11/6 15/6 
Ye Olde Wood S.S.  S-M. 
Selected Grains 16/6 _21/- 


18/6 


24/6 


pre 


ELL. 
22/6 
E.L. 
28/6 


Manufactured by B. BARLING & SONS 


“ Makers of the World’s Finest Pipes” 


(Established in London, 1312) 


Letters S.S., S-M., 
L., E.L., on each 
pipe indicate sizes— 
Small-Small, Small- 
Medium, Large and 
Extra-Large. 


Index of Sizes clearly 
marked on each stem. 


Pleasure 


that 
endures 


The enjoyment given by Chairman 
Tobacco to the appreciative smoker is 
something that lasts. Cool and fragrant 
at all times, it offers a pleasure which 
never palls however much it is smoked. 
Even in these expensive days Chairman 
is one of life’s most economical pleasures. 


In three strengths: Chairman, medium; 


Boardman’s, mild; Recorder, full. Each, 
2s. 104d. per ounce. 


Chairman 
Tobacco 


Sales Office: 24 Holborn, London, E.C.1. 


A GOOD TURN 


To those to whom it is second nature to do 
a good turn, the Church Army appeals on 
behalf of men, women and children needing a 

ew startin life. The task of turning sadness 
into gladness is indeed a happy one—will 
YOU take a turn? Please send a gift to 
The Rev. Prebendary Hubert H. Treacher, 
Church Army, 55, Bryanston St., London, W.1. 


A Mackie’s >» 


Shorthread 
WILL NOT BE AVAILABLE 
YEAR 


J. W. MACKIE & SONS., LTD., 
PRINCES STREET * EDINBURGH 
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‘Gin tLime 


is mach belie: 


a 

for it! 
PRESENT RETAIL PRICES IN U.K., 
Half-bottle 17/6; miniature 5/- 


if your usual Wine Merchant is unable to 
supply, you are invited to send his name 
and address to Angostura Bitters (London) 


Ltd., 6! Cheapside, E.C.2, England. 


ASK FOR 


NICHOLSONS 
GIN 


The Purest Spirit made 


RADIO 
RENTALS 


SERVICE 


Deliveries of our new post-war 
models now arriving! Priority 
waiting list in operation at 
each of our 80 branches. Get 
your Priority Certificate at 
our nearest branch, 

* See Telephone Directory for local address. 


completely FREE! 
ll Valves replaced FREE! 


ae completely 
mall Rental 
Covers EVERYTHING! 
Opening rentals less than 3/- per week 
—reducing after six months. 


»s FOR GIRLS AND BOYS . 
L.B.LTD. London 
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| \ KENT Best British Brushes 


Made on Engian 


G. B. KENT & SONS, LTD., 24 OLD BOND ST., LONDON, W.! 


KENT-COSBY 


HYGIENIC REFILLABLE HAIRBRUSH 


(PATENT) 
@ BRISTLES TAKE OUT TO WASH 
@ HANDLEBACK NEVER SPOILT BY WATER 
@ ABSOLUTE CLEANLINESS AT BRISTLE 
ROOTS 


@ KENT “STIMULATOR” BRISTLES FOR 
SCALP MASSAGE 


Ns Worth Waiting for! 


ALSO WOMEN'S MODEL WITH 
“ALLURE” PERFUME FEATURE 


_ | The people 
next door 


N. either hard winters 
nor reduced fuel supplies 
held any terrors for the 
people next door. They 
had no difficulty in main- 
taining their rooms at a 
comfortable temperature 
—they used Celotex for 
walls, floors, ceiling and 


roof. Unrivalled as a 


CELOTEX LIMITED 
North Circular Road, 
Stonebridge Park, 
London'N.W.10 


CELOTEX 


Insulating, Building and Hard Boards, 


Members of the building Board Manufacturers Association 


material for thermal in- 
sulation, Celotex pre- 
vents the escape of heat, 
retains warmth where it 
is most needed. The 
people next door get 
more effective warmth 
from each unit of fuel 
which they consume—a 
paramount consideration 
in these days of shortage. 


and Acoustic Tiles 


The demand for Orlik pipes far exceeds 
the supply, but the quality is still as good 
as ever, if you have difficulty in obtain- 
ing a genuine Orlik London-made pipe, 
please write to us for address of the 
nearest Tobacconist who can supply you. 


L. ORLIK LTD., 


Established 1899 


17-18, Old Bond St., London, W.1 


All shrewd Judges smoke cia 


! 
Also PETROL LIGHTERS & POUCHES 


Orlik wind-proof Petrol Lighters give a sure 
light for cigarette or pipe, indoors or out. 
Orlik Pouches in a variety of styles. , 


RATTRAY’S 


7 RESERVE 
TOBACCO 


Here is a tobacco mixture for the 
constant and not the intermittent 


practical 
skill. 
A customer writes from Abingdon: 
“I have but few comforts left but I 
shall have to be hard. pressed to 
part with my 7 Reserve, so keepon, 
Mr. Rattray.” 


Obtainable only 
from by 
TOBACCO BLENDER 
Perth, Scotland 
Price 51/4 per Ib., Post Paid. 
Send 12/19 for sample 
tin. Post Free. 


owledge and expert 


PENCIL COMPANY LTO. KESWICK 


SPILLERS SPILLERS SPILLERS SPILLERS 
YOU CAN 
STILL 
CHOOSE 
YOUR 
BREAD 
SO LET IT BE 
TUROG 
BROWN BREAD 


Difficulty with supplies? Then write to — 
SPILLERS LTD.,40 ST. MARY AXE. E.C.3 


200-202, RECENT ST., LONDON, W.1 


(OUR ONLY ADDRESS) 
Still the finest toy shop in the world 


FOR 


WINALOT 


THE IDEAL FOOD 
FOR DOGS 


Octob 


BI 


| 
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9 GINGER ALE LIME JUICE CORDIAL 
| SODA WATER LEMONADE 
TONIC WATER GRAPE FRUIT 


BELFAST 


Not just yet but we'll soon ‘say when” 


The happy accident that sherry 
improves when ‘the cork is 
drawn gives us decanters such as 
this, Designed with a jeweller’s 
precision, signed by Stuart, 


Price 10/9 
Travel Size 2/6 


SUPERSIFTED! 


PERFECTLY BLENDED SHADES! ¢ 


IT STAYS ON! 


Ibs 


PREPARED FROM PRIME RICH BEEF — 


and Yertile Yubrics 


SHEETS - PILLOWCASES - TOWELS - FLANNELETTES - WINCETTES 


a 
Stuart Crystal a 
161-NEW BOND STREET- LONDON 
; Thy \ 
& REGS 4 
= 
DRESS GOODS - SHIRTINGS FURNISHINGS --UTILITY FABRICS ETC. W ‘We — 
HORROCKSES, CREWDSON 6&6 CO. LTO., PRESTON, MANCHESTER, BOLTON, LONDON 


xxx 


BEST BARERS 
BAKE iT i 


Mocclestielé 
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 [LAMPORTs: |. 


[HOLT LINE| 
SOUTH AMERICA 


Regular Cargo and Passenger Service from 


LIVERPOOL, GLASGOW, LONDON 
AND MIDDLESBROUGH TO 


BRAZIL & RIVER PLATE 


| also between NEW YORK, BRAZIL and RIVER PLATE and 
| ANTWERP, BRAZIL and RIVER PLATE. 

For porticulars apply :— 

LAMPORT & HOLT LINE LTD. 


Royal Liver Building, Liverpool, 3 (Tel. : CENtral 5650) ; 85 Grace- 
church Street, London, E.C.3 (Tel. : Mansion House, 7533); or Agents. 


Perox-Chlor is the Magic Nail Cleaner and Hand 
Beautifier. It takes out the dirt, makes the fie Ivory 
White and leaves the hands SOFT, WHITE AND 
FRAGRANT. 


Your nails and hands will always look well oad 
when using this NEW SCIE in C TREATMENT. Py 
NO MESS!!! NO BOT NER ust squeeze 


little on your nail brush and your nails e 


TRADITION 
OF PURITY 


Witkin's 


CREMONA 


TOFFEE 


8. , Presto Your nails and hands become 
Thousends use day. And what » 
boon itis to surgeons, doctors, gardeners, motorists, 
usewives, typists, nurses, sailors, soldiers, firemen, 
farmers and many more besides. 
U9. 4/4, in o and jars. From all chemists 
stores. A 1/94 tube or jar lasts for months. 
*OUR GUARANTEE. We guarantee that Perox- 
Chlor is made from materials selected as being the best 
of their kind, processed in an original manner and 
designed to produce an article of outstanding merit. 
It is guaranteed to keep in good condition until used ceseneen 
and may be stored in any kind of climate. 
Fair supplies are still wvatiale, 
req KEENES CALANER 
erox-& 
Fooremien 


HEENE'S LABORATORIES LIMITED, NEWCASTLE-ON-TYNE, © 
NOW AVAILABLE FOR EXPORT. 


our OF SODA AGAIN! 


What a boon it will be when 
Sparklets Syphons and Bulbs are 
again obtainable. 

There are prospects of better supplies 
in the near future and you will soon 
be able to make at home the purest, 
freshest “soda” that ever sparkled 
up a drink. 


(REGD TRADE MARK) 


HYGIENIC~ CONVENIENT—ECONOMICAL 


Goddard's 


makers of fine polishes 
since 1839 


v 
SILVER POLISHES * FURNITURE CREAM 
SHOE POLISHES * BRASS POLISHES 


No more shaving worries—if 
you use a KROPP Razor. 
The KROPP gives you a quick, 
clean shave, every day of ,your 


life., It’s a cra razor 


— British made from finest 
Sheffield steel. 
OSBORNE, GARRETT @ LTD., LONDON, 


The Ideal GIFT 
for a Man. 


14/-, including purchase 
tax airdressers, 
Cutlers & Stores, 
Please send 2}d. 
: stamp for 
Booklet 160. 


GREENS LTD 


& Wine Merchants 
37 & 38 Royal Cornhill, 


We offer you 
GOOD CHEER 


Burgundy, Champagne, Claret, 
Madeira, Marsala, Port, Sherry, 
White Bordeaux and Brandy. 
Limited in quantity, prices 
controlled. 


EPHEDROL 
RELIEVES COLDS 


AND CATARRH 

A “sniff” at bedtime 

clears the nasal passages 

Chemists, 1/8 & 3/4 (including 
rchaseTax), -Sreefrom 

CLAY & BRAHAM LTD. 

LIVERPOOL, Est. 1813, C.E.8a 
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“You're supposed to be 


said Santa 


“Oh yes, I know” said the small girl, “ but I 


specially stopped awake to see you.” ..... “Nice 

of you,” said Santa “ it’s against the rules, but just _ 
the same, very nice of you. I appreciateit.” ..... * Are 

you busy?” asked the small girlh..... “Terribly busy,” said 


Santa, “ Rushed out of the place, honestly. Of course, it’s a busy 
time of the year for me, and things are so very difficult just now. . . the 
supply position, you know.” ... “Of course,” said the small girl, 
politely. . . . “ Just can’t get the stuff,” said Santa. . . 
“and that reminds me . . . when are there going to be 
Viyella socks again? I used to enjoy filling Viyella 
socks —the nicest I ever handled, I always 
said.” ..... “But Santa!” exclaimed the 
[| small girl, pityingly, Didm’t you know that 
|i. there isn’t any Viyella just yet? Mummy says 
J she’s longing for me to have Viyella things, but 
they aren’t in the shops yet.” ..... “But, my 
dear child” said Santa, “forgive me for contradicting 
you, but surely that’s a new Viyella nightie you’re wearing?” .... . 
“Oh, no,” said the small girl, “it’s Dayella.”..... “Tt is?” said Santa, 
surprised, “well, I must say it’s a most admirable substitute, and I’m rather 
an expert on substitutes these days... it’s very pretty indeed; most 
delightful.” ..... “Mummy says it’s really wonderful stuff . . . Here’s my 
Dayella frock for the party tomorrow. Do you like it?” ..... “Charming 
. truly charming,” said Santa...... *T look rather nice in 
it,” said the small girl, “but Mummy says Viyella ones are even 
nicer. She says there’s nothing like Viyella.”..... “TI agree 
wholeheartedly with your Mother,” concurred Santa, “I 
have some Viyella pyjamas myself.” ..... “You must 
have had them a long time,” said the small girl, 
“because there aren’t any of them just yet, are 
there? Daddy wants some ; he keeps on saying so.” 
.. “Thave had them a long time,” agreed Santa, 
“but they wear so marvellously, you know.”. .... 
“Who washes them for you?” asked the small girl. 
“Oh,” said Santa, “I’ve trained one of my 
reindeer to do it. A good, intelligent reindeer finds it no trouble at 
all. Viyella’s so easy towash”...... *“So’s Dayella,” said the small 
girl... .. . “Well, I think you should be very grateful for 
Dayella,” said Santa, “ but just the same I look forward to the 
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return of Viyella.” .... . “ Me, too,” said the small girl 
a 
| \ | y ella For men, women and children all over the world. 4 
REGD. 
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( AG ZA \ Your comfort is well catered for in this new Lanchester ‘ Ten.” It is 
AG 


iA —\A;} excellently sprung. All occupants sit well within the wheelbase. There 
) 

( uf is no roll or sidesway. The interior dimensions are more than ample ; 


upholstery and fittings are excellent ; luggage space is liberal. Yet the Lanchester is by no 
means ‘ over-bodied.’ Its performance alone —55 m.p.h. cruising and a capacity for 65 m.p.h. 
— proves this. 


L A N C H E S T E R . T E N , with the Daimler Fluid Transmission 


(Licensed under Vulcan Sinclair and Daimler Patents) BY APPOINTMENT 
MOTOR CAR MANUFACTURERS 


THE LANCHESTER MOTOR COMPANY LIMITED + COVENTRY AND LONDON 


Printed in England by Messrs. Bradbury, Agnew & Co., Limited, at 15-20, Phaenix Place, Mount Pleasant. W.C.1, and published by them weekly, with one additional 
summer issue and one additional winter issue. at 10 Bouverie Street, London, E.C.4,— MONDAY, October 28, 1946 
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